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Could the mind-blowing sex and incredible threesomes be clouding her 
judgment? 


Sandra loves her job. She gets to shut down the bad guys and rescue the 
innocent. She knows that she makes a difference to the world even if most of 
her work is classified. 


Yet, her priorities are flipped upside down when The Agency seems intent on 
punishing two men who have technically done nothing wrong. In fact, they’d 
both been instrumental in the capture of The Agency’s most wanted man—their 
father. 


Davin and Darrick have no idea who to trust. Their physical attraction to the 
pretty blonde supposedly assigned to protect them is overwhelming, but, to 
Sandra, are they just another assignment? 


Suddenly on the run from both the good guys and the bad, can Sandra, 
Davin, and Darrick uncover the truth and somehow learn to trust each other? 
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Prologue 

Davin glanced at his watch. It was nearly time. He just 
had to hold it together for another fifteen minutes, and it 
would all be over. 

The last three weeks he’d been fueled with determination, 
his course set, his plans clear, but now, now when he 
needed that confidence the most he felt none. Had he done 
the right thing? Were his motives as pure as he told himself? 
Or was he the traitor they would call him? 

“Davin, I’m glad | found you. | need your help.” The 
professor turned away, fully expecting Davin to follow 
meekly as he’d always done. Davin hesitated. To refuse now 
would cause suspicion, and if he lost the professor’s trust, 
he was liable to end up with a bullet in his gut. Just like 
Jenna. 

He followed the professor into the lab, but the memory of 
Jenna lying on a floor in a white wedding dress bleeding to 
death filled his vision. He’d prayed that help had reached 
her on time, but he really hadn’t held much hope. At least 
the twins were safe. Hailey and Kara deserved a chance ata 
normal life, and it was good to know something had gone 
right that day. 

“Take a seat,” the professor ordered in a voice Davin felt 
strangely compelled to obey. He tried to shake off the 
peculiar sensation but found himself sitting exactly as 
ordered. The professor picked up a small hypodermic needle 
filled with something yellowish in color. Then he unwrapped 


an alcohol wipe and brushed it over the skin of Davin’s 
upper arm. 

Fear gripped him. He’d already figured out that these 
injections weren’t vitamin formulas like they’d been told. 
Davin had no idea what was in this needle or what the 
contents might do to him, but to protest would likely get him 
killed. He’d always managed to give the impression that he 
followed the professor like a faithful lapdog. To change that 
now would alert the man to what was coming. 

Even as the injection sank into his flesh, Davin was at 
least grateful that the last time he’d had an injection he’d 
developed the ability to hide his emotions from empaths. At 
least the professor wouldn’t sense his distrust. 

As the old man depressed the plunger, heat spread 
outward from the needle. Davin hissed in pain as the 
burning traveled across his chest, up his neck, and into his 
head. His eyesight blurred, and he swayed on the stool, his 
equilibrium off as he struggled to comprehend which way 
was up. 

“What was that?” he tried to ask, but his words were 
slurred, the professor’s answer unintelligible. Davin blinked 
several times, trying to clear his vision, but his brain refused 
to cooperate. He felt himself slide sideways and almost 
welcomed the end as everything went black. 


Chapter One 

Sandra managed to make it to the wedding on time. 
Adrenaline still surged through her at the memory of finally 
being able to arrest the bastard who’d damn near beaten 
her to a pulp and ordered her execution a few years ago. 
The professor was finally in custody, and for the first time 
since meeting Theresa and her mother, Lydia, Sandra felt 
like she could deliver good news. Of course, considering that 
Theresa had been the lead agent on the raid, actually telling 
them what had happened wasn’t necessary. 

But what mattered the most was that the man who'd 
ordered Theresa’s mother be held against her will was 
finally going to face justice. After years of chasing down the 
professor it felt good to finally nail the sadistic bastard. 

Sandra grinned as she approached Dana and John. Dana 
was just beginning to show with her second pregnancy, but 
it was obvious that John was feeling quite protective of his 
wife. Even though he wasn’t an agent like his brother and 
sister, when it came to his wife, John was every bit as 
dangerous if he thought Dana was threatened by anyone or 
anything. 

After the way she’d been gunned down and left for dead a 
year ago, Sandra couldn’t blame him or Pete for feeling that 
way. Hell, she felt that way, too. Nobody messed with her 
niece, her brothers, or their wife without answering to her 
first. 

“You made it,” Dana said with a happy smile. She was an 
unusual person. Dana was bad tempered and foul mouthed 
and in many ways closed off emotionally, but somehow 
she’d overcome her fears to fall in love with both of 
Sandra’s brothers. That love and trust had spilled over to 
include Sandra, and in many ways they were as close as 
sisters—probably closer than Dana was with her genetic 
sisters. 


But today was Jenna’s day. Sandra sensed a lot of tension 
among the siblings when it came to Alana’s twin. Jenna had 
been raised to believe everything the professor said about 
the superiority of humans with extrasensory abilities and, 
until a few months ago, had fully believed it. But Sandra had 
worked with Zane and Rick on many occasions, so if they 
trusted Jenna, that was good enough for her. 

The fact that all of Jenna’s siblings had managed to make 
it to both her weddings—even the one interrupted by 
Jenna’s kidnapping—said a lot about the type of people they 
were. 

Pete ran over to their little group. His hair was still wet 
from his shower, but he wore the same satisfied smile that 
Sandra could feel on her own face. Being able to tell Jenna 
that the professor was in custody and she could have a 
proper honeymoon with her men seemed like a pretty good 
wedding present to give her. 

“Sandra,” Rick said to her telepathically, “did it work?” 

“Of course,” she said with a pretend nonchalance. “Did 
you expect anything less?” 

“Thank you,” he said, sounding very relieved. “/ already 
booked the flights. | sure as hell wasn’t looking forward to 
trying to get my deposit back.” 

“Glad we could help,” she sent happily. 

Sandra glanced over to see Theresa, Caleb, and Ethan 
also rushing from the parking lot. There was probably a 
heap of paperwork that needed to be done, but it could 
wait. Since finding each other, the siblings had made an 
effort to become close—even if they were all very different. 

The music started just as Theresa reached them, and they 
all filed into the garden and sat in the seats provided. It was 
a beautiful day. The sun was shining, the flowers were 
blooming, and—if she knew anything at all about Rick and 
Zane—the bride was very, very well protected this time 
around. 


The flower girls stepped through the hedged gateway, 
looking adorable in their blue dresses and seeming to 
concentrate hard on stepping slowly like they’d been 
instructed. It was wonderful to see Hailey and Kara acting 
like regular kids. They’d been subjected to so many unfair 
experiences in their young lives it was a relief to see them 
given the chance of a normal childhood. 

A quiet, approving murmur rippled through the crowd as 
the bride, flanked by both her intended husbands, made a 
very nontraditional entrance. Nobody was taking a chance 
that a missing bride could interrupt this wedding. And 
besides, considering that in other circles two husbands 
would have been unusual, Sandra supposed nontraditional 
worked in this case. 

As always Sandra tried to hide how emotional weddings 
made her, but being surrounded by empaths made it almost 
impossible to hide. It felt a little silly. She was happy with 
her life exactly the way it was, but on days like today, when 
love was in the air and everyone seemed to be in couples or 
triples, she wondered if maybe there was something more. 

Lexie wriggled on Pete’s lap, and he tried to get her to 
quiet down. Sandra tuned into the telepathic argument and 
tried not to giggle. Lexie was just over a year old but very 
good at making her point. The fact that she’d been using 
telepathy for a few months already made her skill even 
more astounding. Most telepathic children developed their 
Skills around puberty, but the offspring of the stolen siblings 
were proving to be extraordinary—just as the professor had 
planned it. Lexie could barely talk out loud, but she was 
very capable of arguing telepathically, even if the words 
were a little jumbled on occasions. 

At least with the professor in custody Lexie was relatively 
safe for the moment. So were Kara and Hailey, and Alana’s 
daughter, Kayla Rose, and the child Jason and Cody’s wife, 
Bec, was carrying. In fact it seemed that all of the people 


around her were busily falling in love and starting their 
families. 

A small pang of jealousy struck Sandra unexpectedly. Pete 
glanced at her and smiled smugly. She glared at him and 
sent telepathically, “Stay out of my head.” 

“Sorry, Sis, but I have been waiting a long time for you to 
have thoughts like that. Now we just need to find you a 
good husband.” He waited until she glared in his direction, 
then added, “Or two.” 

No. Fucking. Way. 

Sandra had worked hard to establish her career. There 
was no way she was going to mess that up by falling in love 
again. One failed marriage was more than enough. 

“Your ex was a dick,” Pete said succinctly, obviously still 
tuning into her internal thoughts despite the irritation she 
felt at his intrusion. They needed to be close to work as a 
team for the agency, but it was damned annoying when it 
came to the more personal stuff. The fact that Pete was 
happily married to Dana and had no self-doubts about his 
place in the world just made Sandra feel more inadequate. 

“Sis...” Pete began in a soft telepathic voice, obviously 
having heard that damning admission. But she cut him off, 
Slamming their telepathic link closed. She pulled her 
annoyance around her like a cloak, cutting off all 
communication from everyone—kind of like taking the 
phone off the hook in a telepathic sense. They’d all be able 
to sense her emotions—she couldn’t hide that—but none of 
them would be able to contact her telepathically. 

She could see Pete’s concern written all over his face, but 
considering the bride was halfway through her vows, he had 
little choice but to remain quiet. For now. She had no doubt 
she’d get a thorough verbal argument later. 

Dana glanced over and smiled serenely. If there was one 
woman in Sandra’s circle of friends who would understand 
her reticence to enter a relationship it was Dana. She’d 


obviously sensed Sandra’s irritation and would have easily 
discerned the cause. 

Sandra smiled slightly. It was actually kind of nice to have 
silence in her head. Ever since she’d developed her abilities 
at age thirteen, she’d had her parents, her brothers, or her 
telepathic friends talking in her head. But by closing the link 
to Pete, she’d effectively shut down all of her telepathic 
senses, and for the first time in a long time she felt 
completely alone. Ironically, despite her uncharacteristic 
jealously, alone was exactly what she wanted. 

Finally the wedding was over, and Sandra moved quickly 
away from the garden, wanting to find some space, but 
Jason was there waiting for her. Damn meddling family. Pete 
had obviously called in reinforcements. Ever since Jason had 
contacted her about Alana over a year ago, they'd built a 
comfortable friendship. Sandra was also quite good friends 
with Jason’s wife, Bec, and her other husband, Cody. Bec 
and Cody were currently training to be doctors, and thanks 
to Sandra’s knack for being injured on the job, they were 
three people she saw on a fairly regular basis. 

“It was a lovely wedding,” Jason said casually. 

She eyed him suspiciously. Jason may be a doctor and an 
empath, but he was still a man. Most men tolerated 
weddings rather than actually enjoying them, and Jason was 
no exception. She lifted an eyebrow and waited for him to 
get to the point. 

“Pete was worried.” 

“I know,” she said tiredly. She knew her family cared for 
her. It was just difficult some days when she felt like the 
extra. AS much as she loved her brothers, their wife, and 
their daughter, it was their life, not hers. The fact that they 
went out of their way to include her most of the time just 
made the feeling worse some days. 

“Okay,” Jason said, obviously sensing her reluctance to 
talk. “I actually wanted to ask you about the man you found 


in the professor’s lab. Did he regain consciousness at any 
stage?” 

“Not that | noticed,” she said. She tried to recall every 
detail from finding the man to handing him over to Cody 
and Bec at the medical ward and was surprised to realize 
she could picture the man very clearly in her head. It was 
very strange that she would have noticed his dark hair and 
handsome, chiseled features, the slightly bent nose, long 
eyelashes, and lush, full lips just made for kissing. She 
shook her head. It was her job to notice details, but whoa, 
that was carrying things just a little too far. 

“Did he say anything?” 

“He mumbled a few words but none that | could 
understand clearly. His mind and emotions were shielded, so 
no luck there either.” She closed her eyes, picturing the 
man’s sluggish movement as he was loaded onto a 
stretcher. “I did get the sense that he was very frightened.” 

“Me, too,” Jason said with a nod. “I suspect he might be 
our informant.” 

“Do you know who he is?” 

Jason nodded again. “I didn’t know him well, but he 
always struck me as a reasonable man. | think that after 
Jenna was rescued and the feds raided the place, he may 
have seen a whole new side to the professor.” 

“It would make sense. Do we know what was done to 
him?” 

“Not yet,” Jason said. He hesitated for a moment, 
probably conferring with his wife, or maybe Cody. “Bec 
suspects that he was given one of the professor’s ‘vitamin’ 
injections a few minutes before we arrived. He still hasn’t 
regained consciousness. l'm going to head back to the 
medical ward for a little while. l'II see you at the reception.” 

“Do you mind if | come with you?” She felt a little silly 
asking, but she could use some time away from all the 
happy people celebrating another wedding. 

Jason didn’t look surprised. 


Fortunately, the man was wise enough not to say 
anything. 


Chapter Two 

Davin hid the fact that he was awake. He could sense two 
people in the room with him, but neither was familiar. He 
had no idea what had happened once he'd lost 
consciousness and didn’t have a clue if these two were 
friend or foe. 

When another man entered the room, all of Davin’s 
senses went on red alert. Jason had worked for the professor 
for years. He’d been shot and killed by enemy forces 
months ago—at least that was what the professor had told 
them. Obviously that had been a lie. But what did it mean? 
Was Jason still working for the professor? 

“I know you’re awake,” a quiet voice said close to his ear 
as a soft hand wrapped around his fingers. 

“Sandra,” he whispered as dozens, hundreds, thousands 
of images flashed through his brain. It was overwhelming, 
confusing, and terrifying, and he struggled to contain his 
sense of panic. Now was not the time to lose it. 

He felt the woman’s emotional recoil, but she laughed 
quietly and said, “That’s right. Have we met?” 

He opened his eyes, the woman he’d seen in his mind sat 
exactly where he’d expected her to be. “You’re in danger,” 
he felt compelled to say, even though he didn’t fully 
understand how he knew that. 

“From whom?” she asked with another quiet laugh. 
don’t think you’re up to hurting me just yet.” 

“Not me,” he managed to force past his lips. His mind 
swirled with details, days, events, places, but only one stuck 
out—Jason on a telephone being ordered to kill her. “Shit!” 
Davin jackknifed to a sitting position, only then realizing 
that he was handcuffed to the rails. He tightened his grip on 
Sandra’s fingers as he tried to figure a way to get her out of 
here. “He’s been ordered to kill you. You have to get out of 
here,” he whispered urgently. 


“| 


“Who's been ordered to kill me?” she asked, sounding 
calm and composed even though he was about to crawl out 
of his skin in panic. 

“Jason has. He got a phone call. You’re not the one. He’s 
going to kill you.” 

A soft hand touched his brow, stroking the skin soothingly. 

“It’s okay. That was a long time ago. He didn’t kill me. He 
helped me escape.” 

x KOK OX 

Sandra glanced at Jason fully aware that he was 
monitoring the patient’s every word and reaction. This man 
seemed to be referring to when Sandra had been abducted. 
Perhaps he’d been there when Jason got the phone call 
ordering him to kill Sandra and had somehow confused that 
event with what was happening now. 

It seemed important to reassure him that she wasn’t in 
danger. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Davin,” he said, sounding confused. 

“Do you have any idea what happened to you, Davin?” 

He shook his head minutely, but seemed to stop as the 
movement caused him pain. “I...um...the professor gave me 
a vitamin shot...just before—” Davin seemed to cut off what 
he’d been about to say and then scrambled to think of 
something else. “Just before | passed out. Where is the 
professor?” 

“In custody,” Sandra said, feeling just a little bit smug. It 
had been a perfectly executed raid. Zero casualties, zero 
injuries, and a completed objective. They didn’t get any 
better than that. 

“The raid happened?” he asked and then rolled his eyes 
in what seemed to be self-disgust. “I mean...| didn’t...| 
don’t...oh, fuck it.” He closed his eyes and lay back on the 
bed like he didn’t give a shit what happened next. “So the 
feds finally caught up with him? Please tell me he'll rot in jail 
for what he did.” 


“That’s the plan,” Sandra said happily. “We couldn’t have 
done it without the information you leaked to us.” She still 
wasn’t sure this guy was their informant, but his reaction 
seemed genuine, and even though he’d been unconscious 
at the time, he’d apparently been aware something was 
about to go down. 

“Yeah, well after he just let Jenna die, | finally realized 
what a monster he was. She was still alive when | found her, 
but when he told me to check her, | was suddenly worried 
he’d order her execution if he realized.” Davin closed his 
eyes and turned his face away from Sandra before adding in 
a tight voice, “The professor already considered her a 
traitor. | was pretty sure he wouldn’t have left her alive to 
testify against him. | just wish I’d been able to help her, or 
at least been able to stay with her so she hadn’t died 
alone.” 

“Jenna didn’t die,” Sandra said as her eyes filled with 
tears. She couldn’t sense Davin’s emotions, but he seemed 
genuinely distressed by the woman’s supposed death. 
“Jenna’s husbands got to her in time to save her life. She’s 
actually at her wedding right now.” 

“But how? There was so much blood. | was surprised she 
was even alive when | found her.” 

“We have very good doctors here.” For some reason 
Sandra was tempted to explain exactly how Jenna had 
survived life-threatening injuries, but she knew that it was 
highly classified and certainly not something The Agency 
wanted to be common knowledge. 

“Where's Darrick?” The change in topic wasn’t completely 
Surprising—Davin still seemed under the influence of some 
sort of drug—but the name was unfamiliar. 

“Who’s Darrick?” Jason asked as he stepped closer. 

“He’s mine and Jenna’s brother. Was he arrested?” 

“Wait, you're related to Jenna?” 

Davin winced and closed his eyes. “I don’t know if she 
ever knew,” he said with a sleepy shrug. “It’s not like the 


professor ever took a fatherly interest in any of us. We 
might have been the fruit of his loins, but we were only 
valuable if our skills were exceptional. Mine and Darrick’s 
aren't.” 

Davin’s eyes closed, almost as if he couldn’t fight the 
lethargy stealing over him. Jason suddenly stepped closer, 
placed his hands on Davin’s chest, and concentrated. 
Hurriedly he moved his hands higher, touching the man’s 
throat before moving to Davin’s skull. Cody rushed into the 
room a moment later. 

Obviously something was happening, but being all 
telepaths they were communicating silently. Sandra 
released the strong hold she had on her own senses and let 
the telepathic words flow over her. 

“needs surgery. | can’t visualize the area accurately 
without seeing it first. Once we have him open I should be 
able to fix the damage.” 

“I'll prep the operating theatre,” Bec said telepathically as 
she rushed from the room. 

“Call Dr. Mitchell as well. He’s had more experience with 
brain surgery and I’m going to need a little guidance.” 

“Brain surgery?” Sandra exclaimed out loud. The guy had 
just been talking to them. How could he need brain surgery? 

“Burst aneurysm. Whatever the professor injected him 
with,” Cody said as he hurriedly unlocked the mechanisms 
under the bed and rolled it toward the surgical ward, “has 
caused changes to his brain chemistry that have damaged 
the veins. He’s bleeding into his skull so we need to move 
quickly.” He finished the words telepathically as he 
practically ran down the hallway with the bed. 

Sandra nodded, careful to stay out of everyone’s way. 

“Sandra?” Damn, the biggest problem with lifting the 
block in her mind was that someone was bound to find her. 

“Not now, Dana.” 

“Okay,” she said in a neutral-sounding tone. “FII tell your 
brothers to back off. Call me if you need me.” 


“Actually,” Sandra sent in a slightly guilty tone. Dana 
often lashed out when she was feeling snarky, so if anyone 
understood Sandra’s current mood it would be her sister-in- 
law, but it was still no excuse for Sandra’s rudeness just 
now. “Can you apologize to Jenna for me? I’m at The Agency 
and won't be able to make the reception.” 

“Will do.” 

Sandra couldn’t explain why she needed to be here. It 
didn’t make any sense, but she felt a connection to Davin 
that she couldn’t seem to shake. She glanced around the 
empty room. Brain surgery was liable to take some time— 
even with Jason’s healing skills—so sitting here wasn’t 
exactly productive. 

Davin was worried for his brother. The least Sandra could 
do was find out what happened to him. Determined to be 
able to give Davin good news when he woke from surgery, 
Sandra headed toward the main office. 

x kx OK OX 

Darrick sat in the small cell and wondered what the hell to 
do now. It wasn’t like he was going anywhere, but it seemed 
kind of ironic that he was about to be held accountable for 
the actions of his father. Especially when he’d spent a 
lifetime trying to undo that damage and undermine 
everything the man had tried. 

He wasn’t even sure where Davin was. He wasn't 
answering telepathically. A little while ago Darrick had 
thought he sensed his brother somewhere nearby, but it 
was like everything was muffled by the walls around him. All 
of the hair on his body felt strange and his skin sort of 
tingly, and he wondered why the air was heavily ionized. 
He’d read in his father’s research that it could disrupt 
telepathic communication, but had never actually 
experienced the phenomena. It may have been the reason 
for his faulty extrasensory skills, because he hadn’t even 
been able to figure out which direction his brother’s signal 


had come from. He’d sensed Davin’s presence for a few 
moments, and then it had just disappeared. 

The most terrifying thing was that the professor had 
always told them that The Agency was the enemy. Darrick 
had just never believed him, but if The Agency had done 
something to hurt his brother, he would spend the rest of his 
life making sure they paid. 

Although, considering the complete absence of any 
telepathic signal, from anyone, it was quite possible he’d 
been abandoned here. Wherever here was. 

He had no idea how much time passed, but the murmur 
of quiet voices reached his ears before he sensed anything 
else. A woman stopped at the door to his cell, glanced 
through the viewing window, and a moment later stepped 
inside. “Hi Darrick,” she said with a soft smile with her hand 
outstretched. “I’m Sandra Nash.” He stood and shook her 
hand warily. The woman was beautiful. She was exactly the 
type of physical package—athletic and fit, but curved and 
rounded in all the right places—that he and Davin would 
have fallen for under different circumstances. 

But this wasn’t the time or the place. He shook off the 
observation and tried to concentrate on the woman’s 
emotions. He sensed no intention to deceive him, so he 
tried to look friendly but stay on guard at the same time. 

The only place to sit was on the small molded-plastic cot, 
but it felt kind of strange to try and be hospitable in a cell in 
which he was being held captive—so far without charges— 
so he crossed his arms and waited for her to speak. 

“| need to speak to you about Davin.” 

“What do you want to know?” Darrick was suddenly very 
grateful for the injection the professor had given him that 
allowed him to hide his emotions from empaths. If this 
woman was coming to tell him they’d murdered Davin, 
Darrick was quite prepared to return the favor, no matter 
how attractive she might be. 


He and Davin had questioned their father’s wisdom ever 
since they’d been old enough to think for themselves. Yet, 
with the events of the last few hours, it was quite possible 
they were going to pay the ultimate price for their disbelief. 

“Davin is in surgery. He—” Darrick cut her off, unwilling to 
listen to anything else until he knew why his brother needed 
an operation. 

“What happened?” 

“An aneurysm burst in his brain.” Darrick didn’t know a 
whole lot about medicine, but he did know that something 
bursting in the brain was a very bad, life-threatening thing. 

“How?” She looked a little confused by the question, so 
he tried again. “Where did he get an aneurysm from? Why 
would it burst just aS you and your team invaded our 
compound?” 

Sandra bit her bottom lip in a sexy and appealing way, no 
doubt knowing the response she would get from any red- 
blooded male in a five-mile radius. But Darrick had been 
fooled by a pretty face before, so he chose not to react. 

“Darrick,” she said in a sincere-sounding voice. Again he 
sensed no artifice. Was it possible The Agency had gone one 
step further in their research than the professor by not only 
being able to mask the emotions, but to project false ones in 
their place? “Darrick, when we raided the compound, Davin 
was found unconscious on the floor in one of the labs. He 
said the professor injected him with something just before 
he passed out from the aneurysm. We think the injection 
caused it.” 

Darrick swallowed as he tried to hold his emotions inside. 
Davin was his twin and the only family he’d truly ever really 
known. If Darrick lost him, he wasn’t sure how he would 
cope. They’d tried to protect Jenna and make sure that the 
professor’s “test subjects” were treated with dignity, but it 
would seem that their efforts had been for naught. 

“Can | see him?” 


“He’s in surgery at the moment, but I'll make 
arrangements for you to be there when he wakes up.” 
Darrick had no idea if that offer was sincere, but he took it 
at face value and hoped that he was trusting the right 
person. “Davin said Jenna is your sister.” 

“Is?” Not was. “She survived?” 

“Yes,” Sandra said with a genuine-looking smile on her 
face. 

“Can | see her?” 

Sandra hesitated, and it was quite obvious that she was 
looking for an excuse. With the injury Davin had described 
to him, it was quite possible Jenna was still in the hospital. It 
had only been three weeks. 

“She...um...might not appreciate us interrupting her 
wedding reception.” Darrick couldn’t hide the look of 
disbelief. Did The Agency train their employees so poorly 
that they were incapable of making up a believable lie 
under pressure? A wedding reception three weeks after 
being shot—un-fucking-likely. Sandra laughed self- 
consciously, obviously realizing she’d been caught in her lie. 
“All right, but I’m pretty sure she was still wearing her boots 
under that white gown, so if she comes down here to kick 
my ass, you’re the one who gets to bend over—got it?” 

Sandra was gone before he could even comprehend the 
meaning of that. 

Unbelievable. Un-fucking-believable. Could this day get 
any stranger? 


Chapter Three 

Davin woke slowly, his body fighting every effort he made 
to try and get moving. Everything felt fuzzy, almost as if 
he’d cut off the circulation in his hand by sleeping on it. 
Except that this was all over his body, and he moaned at the 
strange and painful sensation. 

“Welcome back, little brother,” Darrick said from beside 
him. 

“What did the professor do to me this time?” Davin asked 
telepathically, unable to get his lips and jaw moving 
properly to talk out loud. 

“They’re not sure,” Darrick said in a very soft voice, “but 
they think whatever dear old dad injected you with caused 
an aneurysm to form in your brain. Without surgery you 
would have died.” 

Davin went to lift a hand to his head, but a strange 
clanking noise and a sudden pressure around his wrist 
stopped him mid move. “Why am I handcuffed?” 

“Apparently we're the bad guys,” Darrick said as he lifted 
his arm to show him that he, too, was cuffed to the bed 
railing. 

“So the raid worked? The professor is in custody?” 

“That’s right, but they told me you were unconscious 
even before they got there.” Darrick moved closer to the top 
of the bed, and Davin felt like his brother could see right 
through him. “You knew they were coming?” 

“Yeah, I’ve been feeding them information for weeks now. 
I’m sorry | didn’t tell you. | was actually on my way to collect 
you when the professor stopped me.” He swallowed, trying 
to work some moisture into his mouth. “/’m kind of surprised 
to wake up. When he injected me, | thought for sure he’d 
realized | was a traitor.” 

“Not a traitor,” Darrick whispered telepathically. “A brave 
man who stood up for what he believed. A man I’m proud to 


call my brother. | just wish you’d told me about it. | might 
have been able to save you from one last injection from the 
professor.” Davin heard the anguish in his brother’s voice 
and wanted to assure him he’d done everything he possibly 
could, but noise from the doorway caught his attention. 

The woman was wearing what looked like a white 
wedding dress, but at the moment she held the front 
scrunched in her hand so that the big, black boots were 
visible. Even when his gaze moved up to her face Davin 
didn’t recognize her until she spoke. 

“They say you're claiming to be my brothers. Is that 
true?” 

“Yes,” Darrick answered simply. “The three of us share a 
father. We never told you because the professor wasn’t 
exactly daddy material, but we tried to look out for you.” 

“Last time | saw you, you were bleeding to death.” Davin 
couldn’t quite control the emotional wobble in his telepathic 
voice. “How did you survive?” 

“Same way you survived brain surgery, asshole. So what 
is it you expect from me? Huh? I’ve already had one brother 
bail on my wedding reception today to take care of you. 
Why am | standing here when | should be packing for my 
honeymoon?” She glowered at them both, her arms crossed, 
her boot tapping, no outward signs of sympathy for his 
postoperative condition. But they’d known Jenna _ long 
enough to know the poker face hid a wealth of emotion. She 
cared deeply for the people around her. She just didn’t like 
to show it. 

“I just wanted proof that you were all right,” Darrick said 
with the same sort of wonder in his voice that Davin felt. 
There had been so much blood. They hadn’t expected to 
find her this healthy. A niggling doubt wormed into Davin’s 
brain, and the other possibility finally occurred to him. 

“You're Alana. Not Jenna. What really happened to 
Jenna?” 


The woman stepped closer to the bed. “Davin, it’s me. I’m 
fine. That day, | didn’t realize it was you, but you’re the one 
who told the professor | was dead, aren’t you? You saved my 
life.” 

He shifted uncomfortably. “Mine too,” he admitted. “/’m 
pretty sure he would’ve ordered me to shoot you otherwise, 
and | would never have been able to live with myself. I’m 
just glad help got to you on time. I’m so sorry we couldn’t 
help you more.” 

“Pffft,” she dismissed with a wave of her hand. “It’s over 
and done with. How do you know Alana?” 

“We tried to protect her, too, but she was a ‘test subject’ 
so we didn’t have much access to her. She disappeared 
soon after the professor implanted her with an embryo,” 
Darrick answered. 

Jenna just nodded. It seemed obvious that she’d met her 
twin sister, but it appeared that she wasn’t going to give 
them any more information than was absolutely necessary. 
“Jason says we have the same father—the professor?” 

“Yes,” Darrick said, rubbing his forehead like a headache 
had just started. “We’re not sure what happened to our 
mother, or yours either, but we think your genetic mother’s 
name was Lydia. Is Jason the doctor who disappeared 
several months ago from the professor’s medical labs?” 

“Yes. And he’s my brother. Yours, too, if the genetic tests 
are accurate.” Jenna smiled, glanced at her wrist, and 
checked the time. “Look, I’ve got a plane to catch and bags 
to pack and kids to organize. I’ve got to go.” She looked 
awkward, like she wanted to say something else, but after a 
moment’s hesitation she turned and left the room. 

Davin watched her go, the urge to grin countered only by 
the weakness he felt. She might have been wearing a 
wedding dress, but that was definitely the Jenna they 
remembered. 

As soon as she walked out the door, Sandra and Jason 
walked in. Panic stole through Davin’s heart as memories of 


the vision he’d seen when he touched Sandra once again 
flickered through his mind. But it hadn’t been a vision. It had 
been a memory. Something that had already happened. 
Davin wanted to shake his head to clear it, but considering 
the headache that was brewing behind his eyes, it seemed 
more prudent to lie still. 

“Welcome back,” Sandra said with a wide grin. 

“How are you feeling?” Jason asked. 

“Like | got run over by a truck. Why can’t I talk?” 

“The aneurysm was close to the part of the brain that 
controls speech. We managed to repair most of the damage, 
but the human brain is extremely complex. We’re hoping 
the numbness you’re feeling is temporary. If not, you’ll need 
some time in a rehabilitation facility so you can learn how to 
talk again.” 

Fucking great. The professor's final gift—months of rehab. 

“Jenna said we’re related.” Darrick was obviously trying to 
figure friend from foe, but Davin could sense his underlying 
concern that they were somehow related to Sandra. 
Considering the fascination that they were both feeling 
toward the pretty blonde, finding out she was their sister 
could lead to a big disappointment. Although, at this 
moment they should probably be worrying more about their 
immediate futures than any sort of sexual attraction. 

“Yes, Jenna and | and the rest of our sisters share the 
Same mother and father. We just had no idea who our father 
was until you filled us in. I’ve got to say that even though 
I’m not completely surprised, I’d been hoping otherwise.” 

“Us, too. You can imagine dear old dad’s disappointment 
when we were born without extraordinary talents.” Darrick 
laughed in a way that made it clear it wasn’t really funny. 
“That’s probably when he got the idea to use Lydia. We're 
not sure what happened to her. As children we used to be 
allowed the occasional visit, but she was moved to a 
different facility around our tenth birthday, and we haven't 
heard of her since.” 


“There might be some information about her in the files | 
stole.” Davin hadn’t really meant to mention that. He had 
planned to use the files as leverage to hopefully gain his 
and his brother’s freedom, but it somehow seemed more 
important to find the woman and introduce her to her 
children. 

Jason gave him an assessing look, almost as if he could 
see every thought in Davin’s head. Hell, considering he was 
Lydia’s son, he probably could. She’d been extraordinarily 
talented and had spent time teaching him and Darrick how 
to communicate telepathically. Without her they probably 
would never have been able to access that particular skill. 

“Lydia is safe. She was rescued some time ago. So was 
Alana.” As he spoke, Jason placed his hands on Davin’s 
head. At first Davin thought Jason was checking the wound. 
After brain surgery he’d surely have stitches and a hole in 
his skull, but Jason simply held still for a moment. 
Unbelievably, Davin’s headache receded quite noticeably. 
“You'll undoubtedly meet Theresa before the day is over, 
and well, Dana makes Jenna look like a sweetheart, so you 
might want to wait until you’re feeling a little stronger 
before meeting her.” 

“Hey, that’s my sister-in-law you’re talking about,” Sandra 
said with a wide grin. 

“And no,” Jason said with a smile that suggested he was 
about to impart some secret information, “Sandra is not one 
of our sisters, and she’s single.” 

“Good to know,” Darrick said with a genuine grin as Jason 
left the room. 

x x OK OX 

It was probably really very stupid in light of their current 
situation, but no matter how rational he tried to be Darrick 
couldn’t shake his attraction to this woman. Physically she 
was everything he’d ever wanted, but it was more than that. 
Her personality, body language, and sweet voice all 
appealed to him. The trouble was that a small part of him 


screamed that she was too good to be true. They were in 
the enemy camp, being held as prisoners but somehow 
being treated like family. 

Considering how much he and Davin had wanted to be 
part of a real family, it would be a very effective weapon to 
wield against them. 

Sandra blushed prettily as Jason left the room, and 
Darrick was momentarily distracted by the fascinating sight. 
She was beautiful, and she was still here. She didn’t seem to 
be medical staff, so that would most likely make her a field 
agent. 

And that brought him full circle. If she were an agent, she 
was probably here working undercover, trying to pry all their 
secrets out of them before they locked them up and threw 
away the key. 

“What do you want?” The question came out more 
aggressively than he’d really intended, but his cock was 
throbbing, and his balls were aching, and he couldn’t think 
of anything more ridiculous than being handcuffed to a bed 
and having a hard erection. 

Well, that might be a little more fun if Sandra were the 
one handcuffed to the bed and he and Davin were doing the 
interrogating. 

He closed his eyes, trying to stem the tide of erotic 
images washing through his brain. This was exactly what 
The Agency wanted. To have him so distracted that he 
would tell them everything and demand nothing in return. 

He smirked a little when he realized the sum total of what 
he and Davin knew was probably a whole lot less than these 
people were expecting. They may have been the professor’s 
eldest sons, but they were also his biggest disappointments. 
Anything they knew of any value they’d learned trying to 
undermine the professor, not assist him. 

“Believe it or not, | have no clue why I’m here,” Sandra 
said with a shrug. “So as for what | want, | can’t explain. | 
just feel like | need to be here.” 


“She’s telling the truth,” Davin sent to him privately. 

He had no idea how his brother would know that—they 
were average empaths and telepaths at best—but he took 
his brother’s words at face value. “So you’re not here 
working to try and pry secrets from us that we don’t know?” 

Sandra shook her head, a slightly bemused smile gracing 
those beautiful lips. “I was trying to avoid being the only 
single at a wedding reception filled with happily married 
couples and triples. Somehow | ended up here.” She leaned 
over and touched Davin’s hand where it was handcuffed to 
the bed. “I’m glad to see you're feeling better.” 

x kx OK OX 

It happened again. The moment Sandra touched him, 
Davin’s brain went into some sort of download mode, and 
he ended up with thousands of pictures dancing in his head. 
They seemed to be something like computerized images of 
her life, of her memories. 

At least this time the influx seemed more controlled, and 
when he concentrated, he found he could sift through the 
images and somehow watch and call up related video-type 
files at will. He stopped the image that had concerned him 
before and watched the whole event play out from Sandra’s 
point of view. Jason had risked his life to save her by letting 
her go before the professor could have her murdered. Davin 
fast-forwarded the images until he came to one where Jason 
had rescued a child—Sandra’s niece—and returned her to 
her family. 

On and on the images rolled through his brain, giving him 
insight into this incredible woman and the way she’d lived 
her life. She was telling the truth. She had no idea why she 
was here, but like him and Darrick, she felt an attraction she 
couldn’t deny. Even in his weakened state he felt his cock 
rise with interest. 

“Davin,” Darrick called sharply. “Davin!” 

Sandra leaned over and touched his face. “It’s okay. Hang 
on, Davin. Jason’s on his way. He'll be able to help.” 


The meaning of their words finally sank into his brain, and 
he released her hand, jerking his arm away from her touch, 
wrenching his wrist painfully against the metal cuff. He 
opened his mouth, but again the words wouldn’t form on his 
tongue. He switched to telepathy. 

“I’m all right. Sorry, | didn’t mean to scare anyone.” 

“What the fuck was that?” Darrick asked out loud. He 
must have scared the hell out of his brother because Darrick 
wasn’t even trying to hide his shock. 

“| think that was the result of the professor’s ‘vitamin’ 
shot.” He hoped like hell this new skill was accurate because 
he’d already decided to trust Sandra and Jason. He was still 
undecided about The Agency as a whole, but these two 
people had shown by their past actions that they were 
honorable people. That was assuming of course that he was 
actually reading her memories and wasn’t completely 
delusional. 

“What happened?” Jason asked as he placed his hands 
lightly on the top of Davin’s head. 

“I think I just downloaded all of Sandra’s memories.” 

“You did what?” Oh yeah, he probably should’ve phrased 
that more tactfully. A woman as private as Sandra wouldn’t 
be happy about her memories being raided without 
permission. But already the possibilities were starting to 
sink into his brain. If this skill was accurate, he suddenly had 
the ability to take whatever knowledge he wanted from 
whomever he wanted. 

He closed his eyes as the moral ramifications started to 
crowd his brain. Was he any better than his father? Taking 
information without a person’s permission had to be about 
as invasive as a skill could get. He knew Sandra had a well- 
developed telepathic block in her head, but the moment 
she’d touched him it had been completely useless against 
his skill. 

“I’m sorry, Sandra,” he said telepathically, knowing the 
apology was too little and far too late, but he had no idea 


how to reverse what he already knew. 

It took Davin a whole other minute to realize that Jason 
was touching his head, but there wasn’t any sense of being 
able to download anything from him. 

“Whatever happened, it doesn’t seem to have undone 
any of the repairs we did in surgery.” 

“How can you tell that just from touching him?” Darrick 
asked belligerently. His brother looked a little pale, but 
Davin had no idea how to reassure him. 

“Because | can heal using my telekinesis.” 

Darrick fell back into his seat. He didn’t even seem to 
notice the way he wrenched his wrist against the handcuff. 
Jason glanced over to Darrick’s rapidly bruising wrist and 
then back at Sandra. Davin got the impression that they 
were conferring telepathically with someone else. 

Sandra moved toward the bed, pulled a small key from 
her pocket, and undid the cuff on Darrick’s wrist. “Davies— 
he’s the head of our division—has decided that neither of 
you present an immediate danger. We’ll figure out some 
accommoda—” She cut off midsentence as she argued 
telepathically with whoever was talking to her. She rolled 
her eyes, mumbled the word “fine,” and then started again. 
“Accommodation is being arranged as we speak. Davies is 
setting you up in a safe house not far from here.” 

Jason laughed softly as Sandra shot him a look of absolute 
disgust. She moved to undo the handcuff on Davin’s wrist, 
and he noticed she carefully avoided touching him. But 
Jason wasn’t so cautious. He held out his hand, and Davin 
hesitated a moment before attempting to clasp his hand for 
a brief shake. But Jason held on. “Welcome to the family,” 
he said as he used his skill to heal the small bruise on 
Davin’s wrist from the handcuff. 

But as soon as Jason stopped using his healing ability, the 
download of his memories began. Davin wrenched his hand 
away, unwilling to intrude on someone else’s memories 
without permission. 


Jason nodded as if he understood exactly what had 
happened. He placed his hand on Davin’s shoulder, nodded, 
and then moved to the end of the bed and touched his foot. 
Nothing happened. 

“Sandra, it might be an idea to organize some gloves for 
Davin before he leaves here. It’ll be more comfortable for 
him if he doesn’t accidentally use his new skill.” 

Davin nodded his thanks. Whatever Jason’s skills were, it 
was obvious that he was far more talented than the 
professor had understood. Davin was fairly certain the old 
man hadn’t even realized Jason was one of his own 
offspring. 

“Okay,” Sandra said, sounding resigned. “I'll be back in a 
couple of hours.” 

Davin watched her leave. Safe house? Why the hell were 
they being moved to a safe house? Weren’t they considered 
the enemy here? “What do you make of all that?” 

“No clue,” Darrick answered. “But this has been one 
majorly fucked-up day.” Davin chuckled telepathically, his 
face and jaw still seeming not quite right. 

“Get some sleep,” Darrick said out loud. “lIl wake you if 
anything interesting happens.” 


Chapter Four 

Sandra checked the surveillance equipment one more 
time. She’d known when Davies had offered her the use of 
this home—a safe house owned by The Agency—that it was 
a possibility that she’d have guests from time to time. It had 
seemed a fair trade-off for free rent. Dana, Pete, and John 
hadn’t wanted her to move out, but with a second baby on 
the way their place had started to feel a little crowded. 

Yet Sandra hadn’t expected roommates that were not 
only good looking and sexy as hell, but also two men she 
felt more attraction for than for any other man on the 
planet. Frustration from last night’s broken sleep still rode 
her emotions, and she tried to channel that into something 
more positive. So far it wasn’t working. Her home was well 
secured but not overly large. At least it was fully furnished. 
She would have had a serious problem if the other rooms 
hadn’t contained beds. Of course that thought brought her 
back to last night’s amazingly erotic dreams, and her body 
softened as memories once again filled her head. 

Damn it all to hell. 

“Is everyone finished?” she asked telepathically, not 
bothering to hide her irritation. She adjusted the camera 
angle on one of the remote feeds and listened absently as 
the three agents who'd been busy installing extra 
surveillance equipment checked in. 

The worst part about all this was that she had no idea 
how long they would be staying or how long she'd be able to 
hide her attraction. It hadn’t escaped her memory that Rick 
and Zane had been ordered to accommodate Jenna and 
ended up in love with the woman. If Sandra’s boss thought 
that was going to happen this time, then he wasn’t the 
highly skilled precog she’d given him credit for. She knew 
her future, and it wasn’t being a baby maker for a couple of 
men. 


This had to be the worst fucking assignment she’d ever 
been given. She’d be working twenty-four-seven to keep two 
men safe from an unknown threat. With the professor in 
custody Sandra couldn’t even imagine who'd be coming 
after them. She could only assume that Davies’s concern 
had something to do with the new ability Davin had 
developed. She’d never even heard of that type of skill. 

She still blushed as she wondered what exactly Davin had 
seen. He’d explained last night as she’d sat by his bed that 
he retained none of the memories he’d taken from her. He 
only had his memories of what he’d seen in her head. As far 
as she could understand that meant he only had the 
memories that he’d specifically looked at. Now if she could 
just find out which ones those were. 

Her cell phone rang, and she flicked it open, already 
knowing it would be Pete. He and Ethan were transporting 
Davin and Darrick to her home. If that wasn’t an indication 
of just how serious Davies considered the threat against 
them, nothing was. “We're leaving the hospital now,” Pete 
said without preamble. “Is everything in place?” 

“Yes,” she said, feeling annoyed that he would ask. She 
wasn’t just his older sister. She was also the senior agent. 

He chuckled, the jerk, and closed the telephone 
connection. It wouldn’t take long for them to be in telepathic 
range, and she fully expected the smug attitude to continue. 
Her brother’s behavior just added to her frustration. She’d 
been assigned to do a job. Davies had been the one to insist 
that she sleep in the room between the bedrooms she’d set 
up for Davin and Darrick so that she had instant access via 
the connecting doors if the need arose. But her family acted 
like she was on some sort of date. 

She wasn’t. 

She had a job to do. 

No matter how hot the brothers were. Or how many times 
dreams of them had interrupted her sleep last night. Or 
even how she’d woken on the verge of orgasm several times 


as visions of her dream lovers taking her over and over still 
swirled in her head. 

“Shit.” She ran her hand over her braid, making certain 
that her hair was in place and that she looked like the 
professional bodyguard she was and not the wedding guest 
they’d seen her as yesterday. Her hand shook as memories 
of what her dream lovers had done to her while wearing that 
dress invaded her mind once more. Hell, maybe she should 
have grabbed her vibrator last night, but at the time she’d 
been annoyed enough to deny her own need. 

“ETA five minutes,” Pete said telepathically as soon as 
they got close enough. 

She glanced at the cameras, checked again that the 
agents had finished their work, and then headed to the door 
that connected the garages to the house. Whether she was 
happy about it or not, this was Davin and Darrick’s home for 
the foreseeable future, so she may as well get used to it. 

x kx OK OX 

Davin kept touching the shaved spot on his head. It felt 
like the longer strands at the back of his head covered most 
of bald spot, but without a couple of mirrors he couldn’t be 
certain. Apparently Jason’s healing skills didn’t include 
growing back missing hair, but it was the fact that Davin 
was walking the day after an aneurysm had burst in his 
brain that had him touching the spot over and over. His 
mouth and jaw felt more normal after a decent sleep. He 
hadn’t actually tried talking out loud since waking, but he 
felt reasonably assured that he would be able to if he 
needed. Of course he probably would have felt a whole lot 
better if his rest hadn’t been interrupted by incredibly hot 
dreams of Sandra. 

He had no explanation for the attraction he felt toward 
the pretty blonde. 

Yes, she was the physical type he and Darrick preferred, 
but it was more than a reaction to her appearance. It was 
almost like a compulsion. Like he had to have her. Had to be 


with her. Had to hold her close. Even the memories he’d 
rifled through accidently didn’t explain his overwhelming 
need for this woman. 

He couldn’t even claim confusion due to his injury. Jason 
had not only repaired the aneurysm but also all of the 
damage done by the injection the professor had given him. 
Davin had no illusions—without The Agency’s help he would 
be dead now. 

Darrick gave him a small grimace of a smile. He might not 
fully trust The Agency, but it was obvious he was grateful to 
their brother Jason. It felt kind of surreal to learn they not 
only had a half brother but three more half sisters as well as 
Jenna. They’d always suspected Alana was Jenna’s genetic 
twin, but hadn’t been able to get close enough to her to 
confirm it. 

The vehicle they traveled in drove up a long driveway and 
straight into a garage that opened as they approached. The 
door slid back into place with a loud mechanical whir, and 
Davin got the impression it was much heavier than the 
average garage door. 

But it was the woman standing there waiting for them 
that caught his attention. She looked so different to the one 
they’d met yesterday. Her beautiful blonde tresses were 
pulled back into a tight braid. Her relaxed expression 
seemed forced, and she wore what could only be described 
aS a power suit—navy blue trousers, a white, high-collared 
Shirt, and a tailored jacket over the top. She looked more 
like a secret service agent protecting the president than the 
soft, sensual woman they’d met yesterday. 

But no matter how she was dressed his body responded 
to her nearness with embarrassing swiftness. He glanced 
over at his brother and noticed a similar reaction. 

“Okay,” Ethan said. “We've got the all clear. The house is 
secured and ready for you.” 

Davin went to follow the big man out of the vehicle. He 
wasn’t even sure how Ethan got those impossibly wide 


Shoulders through the small doorway, but as he shuffled 
across the seat to get out, Darrick’s soft telepathic voice 
stopped his movement. 

“Does this all seem just a little too good to be true?” 

He nodded in agreement. 

Unfortunately, it did. 

x kx OK OX 

“So what happens now?” Darrick asked her as he and 
Davin wandered into the kitchen. 

They’d settled into their rooms quickly. Considering that 
they essentially had the clothes they stood up in, unpacking 
hadn’t been an issue. 

“| don’t suppose you know how to cook,” Sandra asked 
with a hopeful lilt to her voice. He shook his head. “Great,” 
she mumbled sarcastically as she went back to staring into 
the refrigerator. “Looks like we get to order in, except...” 

“Except what?” Davin asked, sounding suspicious. It was 
good to hear him use his voice, and Darrick was very 
relieved to hear no lisp or slur in his brother’s words. 

“I usually live on pizza,” Sandra said, tapping her hip as if 
that explained her incredibly appealing curves. 

“Pizza’s fine,” Davin said tiredly as he took a seat at the 
kitchen counter. “Extra anchovies on mine, thanks.” 

“You guys eat pizza?” She looked stunned, and Darrick 
felt his mouth quirk in amusement. “Sorry. | just assumed 
that, well, you know, if Jenna had never tasted pizza, you 
guys probably hadn't either.” 

“Yeah, well Jenna had promising talent. We didn’t.” 

“So you, what, had a fairly normal life?” Sandra seemed 
surprised. She’d probably assumed their upbringing was like 
Jenna’s and Alana’s in the professor’s organization. Neither 
woman’s life could be described as normal by any stretch of 
the imagination. 

“I suppose,” Darrick said with a shrug. “By the time we 
turned eight or nine the professor realized we didn’t have 
the extraordinary capabilities he’d been hoping for, so he 


stopped homeschooling and sent us both to a regular 
school.” 

“Have you always called your father ‘the professor?’” 

“Not always,” Davin said, looking uncomfortable. “We 
called him Dad for a while, but the older we got the less 
interest he took in us. | Suppose it started as an act of 
rebellion, but whether he never noticed or preferred it that 
way, we didn’t know.” 

“The good thing about being ignored,” Davin said in a 
defensive-sounding voice, “was that it gave us the chance 
to realize what he was up to and to try and change things if 
we could.” He seemed really annoyed, and Darrick realized 
he could sense the stress behind that statement. He wasn’t 
sure if his brother was deliberately letting his emotions 
through or whether the professor’s formula was wearing off, 
but it seemed that even Sandra sensed his brother’s mood. 

“Do you have a menu?” 

“On the fridge.” 

Darrick grabbed the menu, perused the selection, and 
turned to pick up the phone. “What do you want on your 
pizza?” he asked Sandra. He already knew what Davin 
would order. 

“Just a medium meat combo with extra cheese. l'Il go 
grab my credit card.” 

“No need,” he said, feeling annoyed by her assumption 
that she’d have to pay. “I’ve got it covered.” 

“How?” she asked with her hands on her hips. “You have 
no wallet, no ID, no cash.” 

It was probably a stupid thing to argue over, but he didn’t 
like the idea of being “kept” by anyone—even if The Agency 
was footing the bill. 

He tapped his temple with his finger. “I know my credit 
card number.” 

“Darrick,” she said in a tone that suggested she was 
about to deliver devastating news. “All of the professor’s 


personal and business assets and bank accounts were 
frozen when he was arrested.” 

“And that affects me how?” He knew what she was trying 
to tell him, but the assumption that he was such a loser that 
he’d relied on daddy’s money all these years really pissed 
him off. 

“It... mean...” But Davin came to her rescue and 
explained their financial situation. 

“Sandra, we both have accounts independent of our 
father and his company. In fact we’ve spent a lot of years 
saving money for just this situation.” 

“Oh.” He could sense her deep embarrassment but was 
still too pissed off to let her off the hook. Of course that 
frustration was compounded when he realized he didn’t 
know the address here. And then another uncomfortable 
thought hit him. Their bank accounts and credit cards were 
under their mother’s maiden name, but that didn’t mean 
somebody wouldn’t be watching them in an effort to track 
them down. 

Fucking hell. Why did life had to be so damned 
complicated? 

Again Davin sensed his mood and stepped in to help. 
“Maybe it would be best to use your credit card, Sandra. Just 
until we can get to a bank and withdraw some cash.” 

She looked relieved, and he could only assume that she’d 
also been considering the security risk of not only using 
their credit cards but of also handing over an actual address 
for where they were staying. She nodded and left the room 
quickly. 

“Are you Okay?” Davin asked telepathically in typical 
Davin fashion. Even without being able to sense each 
other’s emotions these days, his brother knew him well 
enough to know when he wasn’t thinking clearly. 

“Peachy,” he answered sarcastically. “A// that planning 
and we still can’t support ourselves outside of the 
compound.” 


” 


“It’s not quite as dire as it seems. It’s only pizza.” 

“Yeah, well explain to me how we’re going to buy clothes 
if we can’t use our bank accounts.” 

Davin laughed out loud. “If you weren’t acting like such a 
suspicious asshole, you might have considered the Internet. 
We'll just have everything delivered to The Agency and get 
someone to drop it here.” 

Sandra came back into the room, and Darrick handed her 
the phone before he could act any more like the asshole his 
brother had just accused him of being. Maybe he was an 
asshole, but he hadn’t been expecting to share a house with 
the woman who'd haunted his dreams all night last night. 

x x OK OX 

Sandra writhed against the sheets as her dream lover 
pressed his hard cock deep into her body. She moaned at 
the delicious feeling, her orgasm spinning closer as he 
pounded into her willing flesh. But then he moved away, 
and she cried out at the loss, her hands lifting to try to pull 
him back, but then her other dream lover was there, taking 
over where his brother left off, pounding into her harder and 
harder and harder as she shook in his embrace. 

She screamed as her orgasm began, the strange, 
unexpected noise waking her from the erotic dream she’d 
been having. Her hands shook. She gasped for breath. Her 
eyes darted around the room seeking an enemy that didn’t 
exist. 

“Sandra?” The telepathic voice in her head had her 
leaping off the bed. A rational part of her realized it was 
Davin checking to make sure she was okay, but she didn’t 
want to talk to anyone at the moment. And she sure as hell 
didn’t want to try and explain what had woken her or what 
she’d been dreaming about. 

“Answer him, Sandra, or I'll be through that door faster 
than you can say ‘don’t.’” Great, just what she needed. One 
of her dream lovers walking through the damn door. 


“I’m fine. It was just a nightmare. I’m sorry | woke you. Go 
back to sleep. l'Il see you in the morning.” She tried to put a 
stop to the platitudes, yet couldn’t seem to think of 
anything else to say. “/’m fine, really.” 

“If you say so,” Darrick said with a deep telepathic 
chuckle. “But if you change your mind, I’m ready and more 
than willing to make those dreams a reality for you, babe.” 

“Fuck off.” Okay, not the nicest of things to say to a man 
who'd just offered to make her dreams come true, but about 
the only one that didn’t involve the words “yes” or “please.” 

Sandra rolled over, punched the pillow, and tried to go 
back to sleep. 

x x OK OX 

Darrick lay in bed staring at the ceiling. His cock was so 
hard he was actually feeling a little light-headed. He wasn’t 
certain that the three of them had been having the same 
dream, but they’d certainly all been dreaming about the 
same thing. 

“You still awake, Davin?” 

“Yup,” he said with a strained telepathic laugh. “/ doubt 
l'Il be going back to sleep any time soon.” 

“I’m getting up.” 

“Me, too. I'll meet you in the kitchen.” 

Darrick tried to move quietly, but it was a bit hard to miss 
the emotions emanating from the woman in the room 
beside him. He had no doubt she’d been dreaming about 
him and his brother fucking her. If it had been just a random 
sex dream, she wouldn’t have been so pissed with them. 

He smirked as he walked into the kitchen. It was good to 
know they could bring her to near orgasm with just her 
imagination. Thoughts of how they could access those 
memories filtered through his mind. Davin’s new ability was 
extraordinary and had all sorts of interesting uses. 

But then cold, hard reality intruded. Was he really 
considering taking the woman’s memories just so they could 


get laid? Hell, maybe he was his father’s son after all. 
Wouldn’t daddy, the psychotic megalomaniac, be proud? 

“If it’s any consolation, | thought the same thing,” Davin 
said as he took a seat at the kitchen bench. “But the 
difference between him and us is we have the ability to 
deny the impulse.” 

“True,” Darrick said, feeling a little better. 

“How long do you think they'll keep us here?” 

Darrick shrugged. He was fairly certain nobody knew the 
answer to that. 

They sat there is silence for a while, but the ring of 
Sandra’s cell phone had them both fully awake. It was 
nearly three in the morning. Whoever it was probably wasn’t 
calling to say hi. 

A loud crashing noise in the bedroom had them both 
running to investigate. It didn’t matter that Sandra was a 
trained agent assigned to protect them. They weren’t going 
to sit on their hands and let the woman face danger alone. 

But when they got there, it was only to find an overturned 
bedside table and dozens of books all over the floor. Sandra 
sat on the bed rubbing her knee. She wore pajamas that 
covered her from neck to ankle, but somehow that just 
seemed sexier than a blatantly suggestive teddy or babydoll 
nightie might have. The silky looking material shimmered in 
the partial light, giving glimpses of the beautiful curves 
underneath as she moved to stand up. 

“You all right?” he asked. 

“I’m fine,” she said, flexing her knee surreptitiously like 
she expected them not to notice. “I just forgot I’m not in my 
own room and walked into the furniture. That’s all.” 

“Which one’s your room?” Darrick asked, unable to hide 
his curiosity. 

Sandra looked like she was going to point to the room 
he’d been sleeping in but at the last moment scowled and 
changed the subject. 


“That was my boss. They raided another of the 
professor's ‘training’ facilities and found three more young 
children. They were hoping you might be able to identify 
who their parents are.” 

“We can try,” Darrick said. “I’ve got a box of flash drives 
hidden in a locker at the train station. | haven’t had a 
chance to go through them yet. Maybe there’s something on 
them that will help.” 

Sandra laughed quietly. “When Dana was on the run she 
used train station lockers to hide her escape money. Seems 
the instinct runs in the family.” 

“What’s she like?” Davin asked curiously. 

“Dana? Strong, determined, bad tempered,” Sandra said 
with a shrug. “But when it comes to people she loves you 
couldn’t ask for a more protective or accepting person.” 
Sandra laughed softly. “I think since being shot her temper 
has mellowed a bit, but if you say anything to her, | will 
deny every word.” 

“When was she shot?” 

“About seven or eight months ago. You didn’t know?” 

“Why would we?” Davin asked, sounding as confused as 
Darrick felt. 

“Because your father ordered her execution so that he 
could steal Dana’s daughter. If Jason hadn’t stolen Lexie 
back, we may never have found her. Thankfully he 
discovered his healing talent around the same time, or Dana 
probably wouldn’t have survived.” 

“Shit,” Darrick said, running his hand through his hair in 
agitation. “We knew our father was an asshole, but we 
didn’t realize he was ordering executions and abductions. 
We were told that the test subjects were held by court order. 
That many of them were too dangerous to live in society.” 

Davin looked really pale as he sat heavily on the end of 
Sandra’s bed. “I saw some of it in your memories.” Sandra 
sat beside him and placed a comforting hand on his knee. 
“But | didn’t really want to believe any of it. It was awful 


enough to realize how much of an uncaring monster he was 
when Jenna was shot.” 

“I know,” Sandra said quietly. “Sometimes, even with the 
extrasensory skills we possess, it’s difficult to know a person 
fully—especially when we don’t really want to see.” It 
sounded like she was talking from experience, but that 
didn’t make Darrick feel any better. For most of their lives 
they’d thought their father was misguided and paranoid, not 
a man capable of cold-blooded murder. His callous reaction 
to Jenna being shot had been an eye-opening experience. 

“I didn’t have a chance to go through the information | 
downloaded, but there might be something of use. | got 
most of it using dear old dad’s password,” Darrick said, 
quickly making the decision to help the children any way he 
could. He’d planned on using the information on the flash 
drives as leverage to make certain he and Davin were not 
held accountable for their father’s actions, but just the 
possibility of being able to help parents reunite with their 
children changed his perspective. If they had to pay the 
price for their father’s sins, then they would. “I can give you 
detailed instructions on where the flash drives are and how 
to get them, but it might be easier to bring them to me. | 
encrypted them with a randomized rotating algorithm that 
will auto-delete at the slightest error.” 

Sandra gave him an assessing look, but nodded and 
grabbed her phone. 

Ten minutes later an agent was headed to a train station 
three states away with strict instructions to deliver the flash 
drives directly to Sandra. 


Chapter Five 

Davin closed his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his nose. 
They’d been pouring through the information on the flash 
drives for three days now, and they were no closer to 
finding out where the children had come from. 

But some of the information he’d come across had been 
downright terrifying. Clearly, despite being empathic, the 
professor had no empathy for his victims. Davin couldn’t 
even think of them as test subjects any more. The 
professor’s detailed notes had made it very clear that every 
single one of them was a victim. To his father they’d been a 
means to an end, nothing more. 

They’d also found that the old man wasn’t alone in his 
beliefs. Several others had made detailed notes also. A 
couple of them, Davin was relieved to note, had already 
been arrested, and one had been shot dead. Did it say 
something about him that he didn’t care that the man was 
dead? 

“You should get some sleep,” Sandra said as she came 
back into the main room. 

“Not without you, beautiful,” Darrick said with a shake of 
his head. Ever since learning that he was assigned to the 
room that had been Sandra’s before their arrival, his brother 
had been flirting with the pretty blonde. The more she’d 
rebuffed him, the more outrageous his proposals had 
become. Davin might have been embarrassed by his 
brother’s behavior if he hadn’t sensed just how close Sandra 
was to giving in. 

“Fine. Whatever. I’m too tired to argue.” Davin raised his 
gaze to Sandra’s, sensing his brother’s similar reaction. 
They could both feel her emotions. Yes, she was tired, but 
she was also tired of sleeping alone. Davin half expected 
Darrick to leap from the chair, scoop her into his arms, and 
run for the bedroom, but instead he did the opposite. 


He stood slowly and then closed the distance between 
them at a casual pace. He stopped in front of Sandra, not 
touching, not crowding her in any way. 

“Are you Okay?” 

She looked surprised by the question, but nodded as she 
answered. “Just tired.” 

He leaned over and tucked back a hair that had escaped 
from her braid. “Then it will do us all good to get some rest.” 
He slung an arm over her shoulders and gave Davin a quick 
look before leading her from the room. 

Davin sat in his chair as unexpected jealousy spread 
through him. It wasn’t that he wouldn’t be welcome—he 
sensed that Sandra actually wanted to sleep between them 
—but he felt angry his new gift had stolen his ability to 
touch someone as casually as Darrick had just touched 
Sandra. 

“Davin?” Sandra asked telepathically. Even though she 
couldn't sense their emotions, she’d become rather adept at 
knowing what they were thinking. He was actually beginning 
to wonder if her telepathic skills were stronger than she’d 
led them to believe. 

“FII be there is a few minutes,” he said as he bookmarked 
the file he’d been reading and shut the computer down. 

x x OK OX 

Sandra couldn’t help the feeling that she was letting her 
own past and needs interfere with her work, but when 
Darrick sat her on the edge of the bed and started to undo 
her braid, she gave in to the soothing his warm touch 
evoked. She sighed softly as he threaded his fingers through 
her hair and massaged her scalp lightly. 

“Please don’t sigh like that, beautiful. I’m about at my 
limit of chivalrous and fast moving toward that guy who 
wants to throw you on the bed and ravish you until you’re 
screaming my name in ecstasy.” 

Liquid heat rushed through her veins as wicked images of 
what they could do together filled her mind. He groaned 


again, perhaps collecting some of her carelessly guarded 
thoughts, but his hands remained steady as he continued to 
massage down her neck and over her shoulders. 

“Of course, if you want to fulfill any of those naughty 
thoughts, you just have to say the word.” 

She should have laughed. She should have moved away 
and told him to go to his own room. She should have done 
something else, anything else, other than turn around and 
press her mouth to his. His arms slid around her slowly, his 
tongue tracing the outline of her lips as she pressed closer 
even as she tried to tell herself not to. 

She almost felt like she was melting by the time he pulled 
away. He pushed her jacket away from her shoulders, the 
material sliding down her arms to pool behind her. Then he 
undid the buttons on her conservative white shirt. She 
gasped in surprise as Davin undid the clasp on her bra. How 
the hell had she missed him entering the room? 

Panic spread through her. How could she protect them if 
she wasn’t fully alert? It was her job to keep these men safe. 
She shouldn’t even be considering having sex with them. 
And that’s all it could be—hot, sweaty, probably enormously 
satisfying sex—but still just sex with two men she barely 
knew. 

“You're off duty,” Darrick said as Davin helped her into 
the top half of her pajamas. “But you’re also very tired and 
maybe not thinking very clearly.” 

“Obviously,” she said with a jaw-cracking yawn, “if I’m 
letting you two hear my thoughts.” It wasn’t until Darrick 
chuckled that she realized how insulting that must have 
sounded. “I didn’t mean—” 

But Davin cut her off with a soft kiss. “We know what you 
meant. Get some rest. Things will be clearer in the 
morning.” 

She nodded, feeling more weary than she could 
remember. There had been a time when combat naps had 
been enough to keep her going for several weeks, but 


barely four days into her assignment and she was ready to 
Sleep for a week. 

“Combat naps?” Darrick asked, sounding outraged. 
“You’re not the only agent assigned to protect us. You 
should have been getting a full night’s sleep. Every damn 
night!” He drew her into his embrace and shuffled up the 
bed until they lay spooned together. 

Davin undid her slacks and slid them down her legs. It 
seemed he didn’t trust himself to touch her underwear as 
he quickly pulled her pajama bottoms on and then lay down 
on the bed in front of her. “I should turn you over and tan 
your hide for being so damned stubborn.” 

“I might like that,” she said sleepily, smiling as she 
derailed the rest of his lecture. She knew she shouldn’t be 
flirting, but it felt so nice to be wanted. With Davin and 
Darrick around she somehow felt more attractive, more 
feminine than she had in a very long time. 

“We'll see what we can do—after you get some sleep.” 
Darrick rubbed a hand over her backside and sent images of 
her tied facedown, her ass in the air, Darrick and Davin 
taking turns to spank her to orgasm. She moaned with need, 
her body softening just at the thought of their brand of 
punishment. 

Davin laughed, pressed a kiss to her lips, and said, “Get 
some sleep, temptress.” 

And, despite how much her body tingled all over, she felt 
exhaustion pulling her into unconsciousness. 

x kx OK OX 

Darrick held the exhausted woman in his arms and 
managed to resist the urge to press his hard cock against 
the soft flesh of her ass. But she took away his resolve when 
she pressed back against him, sighed, and then snuggled 
even closer. Even in sleep the woman tempted him. 

“Have you ever believed the hype about empaths 
knowing their mate when they find them?” 


“Not really,” Davin replied. “But I’m starting to wonder if 
there is a kernel of truth to the stories.” 

“Do you think she could be the one for us?” There had 
never been any doubt in either of their minds that they 
would share one woman. They’d only doubted that they’d 
ever meet her. Darrick’s arms tightened around Sandra 
instinctively as he realized they were finally in a situation 
where they could offer a woman a decent future. Could their 
attraction to Sandra simply be a mix of relief and hormones? 
Were they imagining everything simply because she was 
here? 

Davin looked annoyed at Darrick’s train of thought, but 
didn’t vehemently deny it like Darrick had been hoping. 
Irrationally irritated, he closed his eyes and tried to force 
himself to sleep. 

x KOK OX 

Davin’s hands itched. It felt like he’d closed his eyes for 
only a few minutes, but the clock clearly showed nearly six 
hours had passed. He flexed his fingers inside the soft 
leather gloves. He’d grown used to wearing them all day, 
but he’d been taking them off to sleep. As much as he 
would like to, he didn’t dare take them off with Sandra so 
close. He wanted to know her, really know her, but that 
didn’t mean he would use such an intrusive ability to 
shortcut the process. 

“Do you have any idea how you might be able to control 
it?” He’d thought she was asleep, so after a moment of 
startled silence he gave her a one-sided smile and 
shrugged. 

“I was thinking practice will probably help, but I’m not 
sure anyone would willingly submit to having their 
memories plundered.” She nodded her head slightly in 
agreement. 

“You said the other day that you only retain memories of 
the memories you watched.” 


“That’s right. It’s almost like seeing file folders in your 
head. | sort of have an idea of what’s in each folder, but | 
don’t really know until | open it up and have a look.” 

“So it’s all random?” 

“I don’t think so. Maybe a little erratic, but the other day 
when | thought about the first memory | had of Jason being 
ordered to kill you, the scene | wanted started playing inside 
my head. The memory seemed fuzzy and disjointed at first 
—like you’d been sedated?” She nodded. “But then Jason 
was telling you to wake up and everything made sense. 
Even the part where he urged you to shoot him.” 

She nodded again. “I sure hope | never need to do that 
again.” He hoped so, too. He’d felt her fear in the memory— 
fear for Jason not for herself—and he felt the stab of guilt 
that spiked in her emotions now. “What about Darrick? He’d 
be the logical choice to practice on.” 

“Except that | suspect he and | keep far more from each 
other than we're willing to admit. | didn’t tell Darrick I'd 
been sending information to The Agency, and | had no idea 
he’d squirrelled away flash drives full of information. We’re 
close, but | suspect that we’ve both been trying to protect 
each other with our silence.” 

“Spilling our secrets?” a rough voice asked from behind 
Sandra. Darrick’s large hand slid up the front of Sandra’s 
pajamas and caressed the soft swell of her breast as he 
pressed a kiss to the back of her neck. “Good morning, 
beautiful.” His fingers slid over and over her breast, the 
nipple peaking at his touch, the hard nub clearly defined 
against the soft material. “I can think of far more interesting 
things for the three of us to do.” 

x kx OK OX 

Sandra couldn’t help herself. She moaned and writhed at 
Darrick’s soft touch. It was so close to the dreams she’d had 
every night since they’d moved in that it was hard not to 
imagine what might come next. 


Davin leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. “Tell 
us to stop.” 

She smiled at the concern on his face. “Why?” 

“Because, if you keep smiling at me like that, things are 
going to happen.” 

“And if | want them to happen?” 

Darrick laughed as his hand traveled lower, briefly 
caressing the soft skin of her stomach before sliding over 
her mound and cupping her intimately. “In that case,” he 
whispered in her ear, “lose the pajamas.” 

She nodded, wriggling to help as both men stripped her 
Sleepwear away. She tried to help them out of their clothes, 
but Darrick held her hands behind her back as Davin kissed 
her slowly. She moaned at the need that curled through her. 
Being completely naked while both men were still fully 
clothed seemed strangely erotic. 

Darrick’s free hand traveled over her back, her ass, her 
thighs, the light touch scorching her skin and leaving 
arouSal in its wake. Over and over Davin kissed her, finally 
deepening the contact and thrusting his tongue into her 
mouth. She cried out as a hand—she didn’t know whose— 
cupped her breast and pinched the nipple hard. The heat 
from the intense sting seemed to streak like an electrical 
current straight to her clit. 

“Condoms?” Darrick asked in a husky voice before 
sucking her earlobe into his mouth and caressing the 
trapped flesh with his tongue. 

“T-Top drawer,” she managed to force past her lips. 
Thank heavens Dana had given them to her as a gag 
housewarming gift. Although, considering how much Dana 
wanted her to be happy, maybe they hadn’t quite been the 
joke everyone had thought them. 

Darrick rolled away, returning a moment later to hand the 
unopened box to Davin. While Davin wrestled with the 
packaging, Darrick rolled her toward him then kissed her 
with all the passion she’d dreamed these two men would 


possess. He thrust his tongue into her mouth over and over 
mimicking what they both wanted, both needed. 

She felt Davin move away, could hear him taking off his 
clothes. She gasped as Darrick pushed her onto her back, 
his hand tangling in the curls surrounding her clit, his touch 
light, teasing, her body aching, needy. She heard the tearing 
sound of the condom wrapper, Davin’s soft groan as he 
rolled it onto his cock, his teasing laugh as he pushed her 
legs wide and replaced his brother’s fingers with his tongue. 

She squirmed, the sensation too intense, her need too 
urgent, her breath catching as orgasm curled closer. 
“Please,” she whispered, her need for these men 
overwhelming all else. 

“Shhh, honey, we'll take care of you,” Davin said 
telepathically as he thrust his tongue deep into her pussy, 
the action unexpected, the shock making her wriggle 
against their combined hold. 

“Please,” she said on a whimper. Darrick pinched her 
nipples, the aching buds sending bursts of heat straight to 
her clit. Davin doubled his efforts, his tongue, his fingers, his 
lips driving her to the brink of madness. 

“Come for us, beautiful,” Darrick said with a soft kiss. She 
nodded, as if eager to follow his order, surprising herself 
with her willingness to submit to them. But then heat 
exploded through her midsection, and she gasped for air. 
Every muscle shook with her ecstasy, the shivering, rolling, 
roller-coaster sensation stealing her sanity as it went on and 
on. 

Davin licked her pussy like ice cream, the warm soothing 
motion easing her through the intense sensations. He 
continued to suckle her swollen flesh as she finally relaxed 
against the mattress. Darrick pressed soft kisses to her face 
as she panted and tried to catch her breath. 

She felt Davin move, the head of his cock pressing 
against her wide-open pussy. She wrapped her arm around 
Darrick, pulling him closer, the incredible sensation of 


kissing one man while another pushed into her pussy 
indescribable. 

He slowly worked his way into her willing flesh, the tight 
fit making her gasp as her lower half tingled and orgasm 
spiraled closer once more. Fully seated in her pussy, he 
leaned forward, pushed his brother out of the way, and 
kissed her. Deep drugging kisses, the taste of her own 
cream still on his lips making the strangely ordinary position 
seem deeply erotic. 

Davin moved, pulling from her pussy, his thick cock 
rubbing over a spot inside her that she had never noticed 
before. He slid back in, his dick perfectly angled to roll over 
that part once more. He placed his hands on her hips, 
pushing her ass deeper into the mattress, angling her pelvis 
differently so that his cock rubbed harder over that 
incredibly sensitive flesh. 

She moaned, unable to hold back the passionate noise. 
She had barely a moment to see the grin on Darrick’s face 
before Davin started to move faster, each pass over that 
spot sending her arousal into the stratosphere. Again and 
again he thrust into her, only to rasp over the most sensitive 
flesh as he pulled out. 

Darrick caressed her stomach with his hand, the warm 
soothing touch in counterpoint to the hard, deep thrusts 
from Davin. She was gasping, aching, pleading with her 
body for the release only these two men could give her 
when Davin suddenly sped up, his movements more 
powerful, more forceful, more amazing. 

The shivering started, her entire body vibrating as if an 
electric current ran through her. Her thighs quivered, her 
arms shook, her hands trembled. She let out a cry, a scream 
that shocked her, the noise unmistakable as ecstasy. He 
fucked her harder, faster, his hands holding her down, her 
body his to pleasure. 

Finally, the dam broke. Heat flooded through her. The 
melting feeling disorientating as Davin thrust deep one last 


time and held still. She could feel his cock throbbing inside 
her, his release seeming as intense as her own. Together 
they lay there gasping for air, as exhaustion began winding 
through her. 

Davin moved carefully, pulling his cock from her pussy, 
kissing her sensuously even as he lifted off her. A strong 
hand around her ankle took her by surprise, and she yelped 
as Darrick pulled her toward the end of the bed. She hadn’t 
even seen him move, but he stood there, grinning at her, his 
clothes gone, his cock hard and condom covered. 

He lifted her legs over his shoulders, thrust into her hard 
and fast. He ground the heel of his hand against her mound, 
the hard massage catching her swollen clit and throwing her 
over the edge once more. She grunted, the incredible and 
unexpected climax pounding through her even as he fucked 
her harder. 

In and out, he held her thighs tight, holding her still for his 
fucking, refusing to let her retreat, stamping her with his 
possession. Her pussy grabbed at him, her ass quivering as 
both men sent her mental images of how they wanted to 
take her together. 

She cried out again as liquid heat wound through her, 
moaning as the sensation went on and on. Darrick grunted 
as he came, his expression blissful as his cock throbbed 
inside her. Carefully he lowered onto her, pressing his hard 
chest against her aching breasts as he kissed her with lazy 
sensuality. Finally he withdrew from her, holding the end of 
the condom close to his body so that it wouldn’t spill. 

“Back in a moment,” he said breathlessly. 

Darrick lowered her legs as he stepped away, and Sandra 
left them where they fell, too tired to move, too exhausted 
even to think of crawling back onto the bed properly. Davin 
laughed, leaned over, and pulled her up to the pillows. 

“Do you feel like a bath?” 

“Maybe later,” she sent telepathically, breathing too hard 
to be able to make coherent words out loud. 


Darrick climbed onto the bed behind her, spooning 
against her as she laid her head on Davin’s chest. “That was 
amazing,” he said against her ear. 

“Yes,” she agreed even as exhaustion pulled her back into 
sleep. 

x kx OK OX 

Davin tried not to touch Sandra’s hands. Now that the 
passion was cooling he felt guilty for taking the gloves off 
without discussing it with Sandra first. It had seemed the 
thing to do at the time, and even though he’d managed to 
control the memory download, it was still a risk he shouldn’t 
have taken without her consent. 

It would seem that hand-to-hand contact made his skill 
far stronger. Or maybe it was the passion that had dulled 
the ability. Either way he felt the need to explain and 
apologize. 

A soft snore reached his ears, and he glanced down at the 
woman in his arms. Every extrasensory skill he possessed 
told him that this woman belonged to him and his brother, 
and just the simple act of lying here with her seemed 
somehow earth shattering. 

“I need to get back to the flash drives,” Darrick said 
telepathically. “Do you need your gloves?” 

Davin nodded. Obviously his brother had noticed what 
Sandra hadn’t. Darrick slid them onto Davin’s hands, gave 
him a curious look, and then left the room. Davin was 
expecting a telepathic grilling, but after a few minutes of 
silence he broached the subject himself. “/ think I can 
control it.” It probably sounded defensive, and in a way he 
was, but he needed his brother to know that he hadn’t 
raided Sandra’s memories while the three of them had been 
in bed. 

“That’s good,” Darrick said with a telepathic chuckle. “/’m 
sure Sandra would prefer it that way.” 

“True,” Davin said, feeling like he needed to confess all. 
“But the other day when I accidentally downloaded her 


memories, | found some about an ex-husband.” 

“So?” Darrick asked, obviously seeing no problem over 
Sandra having an ex-husband. It wouldn’t have been a 
concern to Davin either if the memory he’d found had been 
a happy one. 

“The memory was of him beating her.” 

“What? Like a Dom-sub type thing?” Darrick asked, 
sounding rather interested. Sandra had suggested earlier 
that she would probably enjoy a spanking, and Davin had 
sensed his brother’s happiness over her apparently slightly 
kinkier needs. But Davin needed to set things straight, even 
if Sandra hadn’t actually discussed any of this with them. 

“No, more like an abusive husband type of thing.” 

“Shit.” Davin could feel the rage swirling through his 
brother. He felt the same way, and if either of them ever ran 
into Sandra’s ex, the man would quickly understand what it 
felt like to be threatened by someone larger and more 
powerful. From the quick flash of memory Davin had seen, 
Sandra’s ex-husband had been rather ordinary—ordinary 
height, ordinary looks, ordinary build all wrapped together 
by a bully’s personality. How the guy had managed to even 
catch Sandra’s attention was a complete mystery. The 
woman was Strikingly attractive, inside and out, even if she 
didn’t realize it. 

Or maybe her not realizing it was the problem. Why else 
would she marry such a pathetic excuse for a man? And why 
would she stay with him even after the physical abuse had 
started? 

Davin wanted to drag off his gloves and rampage through 
her memories until he found the answers. But he resisted 
the urge. Sandra would tell them in her own time. He 
already knew more about her at this stage in their 
relationship than he had the right to. 

“Fuck.” The softly spoken curse reached Davin’s ears all 
the way from the main room. 

“What is it?” 


“It would seem that the children The Agency found 
weren't the only ones dear old Dad had in his testing 
facilities. There’s a facility hidden in the Rockies.” 

“Do you have directions? Floor plans? Security details?” 

“Yes, yes, and maybe,” Darrick said telepathically. He 
seemed to be grinding his teeth, a sure sign that he was 
upset. “The security has probably been upgraded since the 
other facilities were raided.” 

“True, but do you have enough information for The 
Agency to shut them down?” 

“Not sure,” Darrick said slowly as if he were reading at 
the same time. “They already had some kickass security. It’s 
probably doubled now.” 

“Could we get in?” 

“You and me? Probably.” Darrick seemed to hesitate a 
moment before asking, “What are you thinking?” 

“Maybe we can do some reconnaissance before The 
Agency gets involved.” 

Darrick was silent for so long that Davin almost 
considered getting up to go speak to his brother face-to- 
face. If he hadn’t been so concerned about waking Sandra, 
he probably would have. 

“Okay, l'Il do some more research. Get some sleep. You 
can take over in a couple of hours, and l'Il hold our woman.” 

Davin smiled at the small sliver of jealousy he sensed in 
his link to his brother. It wasn’t anything serious—certainly 
nothing that would affect the relationship they hoped to 
build with Sandra—but it was nice to know that his brother 
cared for the woman as much as he did. Davin pressed a 
soft kiss to Sandra’s forehead and then closed his eyes and 
got comfortable. He doubted he would actually sleep, but 
there was no way he would miss the chance to hold his 
woman close. 

x x kx OX 

Sandra woke to a telepathic argument. Either her 

telepathy was getting stronger, or they were deliberately 


allowing her to hear every word. Considering that they 
stopped the silent communication when they realized she 
was awake, she had to wonder what would be boosting her 
Skills now. Her friendship with Dana had enhanced her skills 
slightly—not as much as Dana and her siblings affected 
their partners’ skills—but she hadn’t really developed any 
major change in her abilities. 

So why she was able to hear a telepathic conversation not 
specifically directed at her was a little confusing. She shifted 
in the bed so that she could sit up against the headboard. 

“Good morning, honey,” Davin said as he walked into the 
room with two cups of coffee. Darrick sat up beside her and 
reached for one of the mugs. 

“Why do | get the impression that neither of you went 
back to sleep after we...um...you know?” 

Darrick grinned wickedly. “After what?” The expression on 
his face may have seemed innocent enough, but the images 
he sent to her mind were anything but. 

“No, neither of us managed any sleep afterward,” Davin 
said in a serious-sounding voice. “But we did find some 
information on the flash drives that we need to talk to you 
about.” 

“The parents?” Sandra asked, trying to tamp down her 
excitement. Considering what had happened to her young 
niece, she was very aware of how horrible it was to not 
know where a child you loved was being held. Just imagining 
what could be happening while they were absent was bad 
enough. No parent deserved to feel that sort of terror. 

“No, babe,” Darrick said as he pulled her into his warm 
embrace. “I’m afraid we're still coming up blank on that 
one, but we did find another facility that’s still up and 
running.” 

“That’s great,” she said enthusiastically before she 
realized they didn’t share her excitement. “What’s wrong?” 

“The problem is that the security was top notch before 
The Agency started raiding them all over the country. This 


seems to be the most heavily guarded facility we’ve ever 
seen. We didn’t even know about its existence.” 

“Well, I’m sure Caleb will be able to figure out a strategy 
to get in and extract the captives.” 

Davin was already shaking his head before she finished 
the sentence. “It would seem that the facility has a self- 
destruct mechanism. Whatever secrets they’re hiding in 
there, it would seem that the people in charge are willing to 
die to keep it.” 

“Fuck.” 

Darrick wagged his finger at her. “No swearing,” he said 
as he sent mental images of putting her over his knee. 
Davin frowned at him, and the images stopped. “But we 
agree with your assessment.” 

“The thing is,” Davin said as he handed her a mug of 
coffee, “we think the two of us might be able to get in, have 
a look around and let Caleb know the best way to shut down 
their defenses.” 

“I doubt Davies or Jenkins would go for that,” she said 
before giving their suggestion too much thought. Judging by 
the hurt emotions, she guessed that neither of them 
appreciated being treated like the enemy. Especially after 
the work they’d both put in trying to make things right. 

She sifted through their shimmering emotions before she 
realized that she shouldn’t be able to sense either of them. 
She hadn’t sensed them yesterday, but just like the 
telepathic eavesdropping on their conversation earlier, it 
would seem that her empathic skills had also improved 
overnight. 

But that was ridiculous because the only thing that had 
been any different yesterday was the lovemaking. As much 
as she’d enjoyed the sex—and that was all it could ever be, 
sex—there was no emotional connection. She couldn’t afford 
emotional connections. She had a job to do, and history had 
already taught her that falling in love messed everything up. 


“Maybe,” Darrick said in a tight voice, “we can get Caleb 
to make that decision.” 

“Um, sure,” she said as their emotions once more seemed 
closed to her senses. Maybe she'd just imagined their hurt 
feelings. 

Sandra closed her eyes, trying to find a calm space in her 
head to sort out her conflicting observations. She sensed 
another telepathic argument between the two men, but this 
time she couldn’t make out any words. 


Chapter Six 

“Maybe this isn't such a good idea,” Davin sent 
telepathically as they followed Sandra into her boss's office. 

“You're probably right, but we have to try.” 

Sandra looked relaxed and confident. Even the slight hint 
of nervousness was overlaid with excitement. But what 
concerned Davin the most was the telepathic argument he 
and Darrick could sense between their woman and her boss. 
It was very obvious that they were being deliberately 
excluded, especially when Sandra and Davies continued 
chatting out loud in a friendly manner about stuff that 
wasn’t important. 

“What do you think? Should we let them know we can 
hear them?” 

“Not yet,” Darrick replied in a grim telepathic voice. “/ 
suspect if they knew they’d be even more suspicious of us 
than they are already.” 

“That’s not entirely fair,” Davin said, feeling the need to 
defend the woman he was quickly falling for. “Sandra is 
arguing in our favor.” 

“True,” Darrick sent as he joined the trivial conversation 
out loud. “But she hasn’t once said she trusts us.” 

“That would be a foolish thing for her to admit to her 
boss, and you know it. Stop being so hard on her.” 

“You're right. You're right. I’m just anxious to get going. 
Lord knows what’s happening to the children being held in 
that facility. Considering that it was a secret hidden from 
almost everyone except the professor, | don’t even want to 
contemplate the terror these children could be going 
through.” 

“Did you get the schematics | sent you?” Sandra asked 
out loud. 

“| did. I’ve already got a team headed there. We should 
hear something in the next twenty-four hours.” 


“Team? Who?” Davin blurted out. This was what Sandra 
and Davies had been arguing about in their telepathic 
conversation, so he was a little surprised to hear them talk 
of it out loud. Unfortunately the reason for the fake 
conversation became abundantly clear when Sandra began 
nodding in agreement as Davies listed off the agents in his 
team. 

“All good, experienced agents,” she said with a nod of her 
head. “Glad to know the assignment is in capable hands.” 
Davies smiled slightly and then stood up from his chair as if 
to hurry them from the room. 

Davin wanted to rage at them, throw every overheard 
telepathic word in their faces, but instead he rose from his 
chair and held his hand out to shake. Davies glanced down 
at his hand—probably checking Davin wore his gloves— 
before touching him. 

Overall, despite the friendly facade, it had been a 
frustrating ordeal, and suddenly Davin couldn’t wait to get 
back to Sandra’s home. But when he turned to leave the 
room, it was to find a couple of armed guards waiting for 
them. 

“What the fuck?” Darrick exclaimed as one of them 
stepped forward and pressed a handcuff onto his wrist. He 
put up a small resistance, but the guard had obviously been 
prepared because he pulled Darrick off balance and 
slammed him face-first onto the desk. 

Davin considered resisting, but a strange lethargy 
invaded his muscles, and he turned to the source. Sandra 
looked impassive as someone used a telekinetic ability in a 
way he hadn’t known about to hold him still while the agent 
cuffed him as well. 

He could feel Darrick’s anger—actually feel his brother’s 
emotions for the first time since the professor’s “vitamin” 
injection—but it was unlikely to do them any good. 

“Darrick, stay calm. Something’s not right.” 


“What was your first clue?” he asked in a very sarcastic 
telepathic voice. “We’ve been played, Davin. They only 
wanted the information on the flash drives. Now that they 
have it, they have no reason to act nice anymore.” 

That certainly seemed to be the way things were going, 
but in his heart Davin didn’t want to believe Sandra capable 
of such treachery. Surely fucking them both hadn’t been 
part of her assignment. He glanced at the woman. Her 
emotions were very clear and easy to sense. But when he 
found none of the feelings of shock or concern or love he’d 
been hoping for, he dropped his head forward in despair. 

Had his father been right all along? So far The Agency 
seemed to live up to the old man’s assessment. Davin 
glanced one more time at the woman he’d thought himself 
falling in love with before the armed guards manhandled 
him and his brother from the room. 

x KOK OX 

“So what happens now?” Sandra asked, trying to stay 
calm. Nothing was happening the way she’d expected, and 
it took every ounce of self-control to hide the emotions 
coursing through her. She just hoped she was fooling her 
boss, because something definitely wasn’t right—not with 
him and not with what was happening. Over the past week 
Davin and Darrick had proven over and over that she could 
trust them. For them to be treated like common criminals 
made no sense. 

At least not with the information she currently possessed. 

“Now?” Davies asked with a wide grin on his face. “You 
get a couple of days off. Go home. Catch up on some sleep. 
You did a good job on this assignment and deserve some 
downtime.” 

She nodded, trying to project enthusiasm as her mind 
raced with possible scenarios—none of them good. Why was 
she suddenly being excluded from the decision making? 

“Okay, boss,” she said with what she hoped was her usual 
reaction to a few days off. She’d never enjoyed holidays, so 


she made a show of lingering and offering to fill in for other 
agents even as she tried to figure out how best to handle 
everything. 

“Go,” Davies said with a wide grin. “That’s an order, 
agent.” 

“Yes, Sir,” she said in an official-sounding voice. “See you 
in two days.” 

“Make it three,” he said as she exited his office. 

x x OK OX 

Darrick found himself in a cell just like the one he was in 
less than a week ago. Hell, it was probably the same cell, 
but this time, instead of wondering if he was about to be 
held accountable for his father’s behavior, he worried for his 
own Sanity. 

How could he have gotten Sandra so wrong? 

She’d seemed like everything he and his brother had ever 
wanted in a wife, yet in one brief meeting every illusion had 
been shattered. He tried to call telepathically to his brother 
but once again the cell air seemed ionized and disrupted his 
telepathic abilities. In some ways it felt like he was the last 
living being on the planet. 

After a lifetime of learning to cope with telepathic and 
empathic skills, the complete absence of sensory 
stimulation was a little unnerving. After a while pacing the 
small cell, Darrick finally lowered onto the small cot and lay 
down. He doubted he’d get any sleep, but as he stared at 
the ceiling, despair overwhelmed the anger, and he closed 
his eyes. 

He’d spent his life trying to undo the damage his father 
had done, yet in light of everything he’d learned in the past 
few days, it hadn’t been enough. Not nearly enough. 

x KOK OX 

Davin paced his cell, his agitation surprising even him. He 
didn’t believe for a second that Sandra had been involved in 
what had just happened. She may have stood by while 


they’d been arrested—again without charge—but he’d 
sensed her need to keep him safe. 

Fuck. He ran his hands through his hair, growling in 
disgust as memories of everything he and his brother had 
Shared with Sandra crowded into his brain. Had he really 
been so blind that she’d been able to fool him? 

He flitted through the memories, surprised to find that 
he’d retained a little more than he’d first thought. Not only 
did he have the memory he’d seen of Sandra’s ex-husband 
hurting her, he also had a few related memories. A couple of 
them were strange and seemed to be imagination rather 
than memories of actual events. 

And suddenly nothing made sense. If he couldn’t figure 
out what memories were of real events and what memories 
were dreams or imaginings then his gift was as good as 
useless. 

Hell. 

He sat heavily on the narrow cot, almost surprised to find 
that he still knew which way was up. Everything else in his 
life had been knocked off kilter, why not the laws of gravity 
as well? 

He sat up suddenly when the food tray he'd discarded 
lifted into the air. It took him nearly a whole minute to 
realize he was the one controlling it. But he’d never had 
telekinetic abilities before. Was it somehow related to his 
new ability? Or had something Jason done during Davin’s 
brain surgery enabled a latent ability? 

He watched the tray float in midair, surprised at his ability 
to control the thing. It often took years for people to master 
telekinetic skills, but it would seem that he was a natural. 
He concentrated hard, managing to lift the spoon from the 
tray and make it dance across the room toward him. 

He was so involved in what he was doing that the sudden 
opening of his door startled him. Darrick stood there 
grinning. “Looks like you discovered the same thing | did.” 


He kept his voice low, took a quick glance behind him, and 
beckoned Davin to follow. “Let’s get out of here.” 

“And go where?” Davin whispered, frustrated that he still 
couldn’t seem to use his telepathy. It would seem that the 
ionized atmosphere made his telepathic skills as useless as 
a cell phone without a signal. Thank God it didn’t affect 
telekinesis or they may never have discovered their new 
Skills. 

“We'll figure that out later. Let’s just concentrate on one 
thing at a time.” 

“Sandra?” Davin asked even as an internal voice 
screamed at him to stop being so naive. Hadn’t the woman 
made her feelings very clear when they’d been cuffed and 
dragged away? If she’d felt anything at all for them, she 
would have done something then. 

“We'll figure it out later.” Darrick said the words in a 
whispered tone, but the emotional toll was blaringly obvious 
to Davin. 

They managed to find a way through the strange maze of 
corridors. It seemed unusual that there weren’t any guards 
posted anywhere along the way, but Davin decided not to 
question small favors. They were in the process of using 
their telekinetic abilities to unlock what seemed to be a 
main door when the damn thing swung open. 

They both fell back, trying to blend into the wall 
somehow. The person who came through the door turned to 
them at the same time she drew her gun. 

“How did you get out?” 

“I guess somebody forgot to lock the door,” Darrick said 
with an insolent shrug. But Davin sensed something other 
than shock at their escape. Sandra’s emotions were all over 
the place. The strongest one seemed to be determination, 
yet Davin had sensed that even before she’d discovered 
them. 

“What are you doing here, honey?” Davin asked in a quiet 
whisper. 


“I was rescuing you two, but it would seem that | was 
wrong about you both. You really are the men they are 
accusing you of being.” 

“No,” Darrick said on a low growl, “we’re not. You on the 
other hand, nice job. Was fucking us part of the assignment, 
or was that just a sweet little bonus?” 

Sandra looked shocked by his vehement words, but Davin 
could feel her tamp down the emotion as she sucked in a 
deep breath. She took her hand off the trigger of her gun, 
splaying her fingers in a “wait a moment” gesture as she 
put the weapon away. 

Considering that she seemed to trust them enough not to 
want to shoot them, Davin waited for her explanation. 
Darrick didn’t seem as patient and gave her a look that 
shouted his annoyance. 

“I don’t know what’s going on, but there’s something 
strange about all this.” 

“No kidding? What tipped you off, sweetheart?” Darrick 
practically snarled the endearment, and Sandra glanced to 
Davin, perhaps trying to determine if he felt as angry as his 
brother. He did, but he wasn’t about to take it out on 
Sandra. Not yet, at least. Not until he had proof of her 
duplicity and not while a small spark of hope for their future 
still pulsed in his mind. 

“Look, | realize that you have no reason to trust me at this 
stage, but I’m trying to help. The first thing we need to do is 
get you out of here.” 

Davin nodded. Getting out of here was obviously the one 
thing they all agreed on. Sandra turned back the way she’d 
come, and after a small hesitation Darrick and Davin 
followed. 


Chapter Seven 

Three days later they were still running from an unknown 
enemy. Sandra ground her teeth in frustration. In reality she 
was now considered a criminal. Regardless of the fact that 
Darrick and Davin had somehow managed to escape 
Supposedly /nescapable holding cells, she was the one 
who'd led them out of the complex and into her vehicle. 

Sandra had kept a tight rein on her telepathic skills and 
had managed to avoid any contact with her family. She was 
sure her brothers and Dana would be worried, but any 
contact she had with them now would put them in a very 
bad position. 

“Come here, honey,” Davin said as he patted the space 
on the bed beside him. They’d stayed on the move, not 
stopping for more than a single night at each hotel. This one 
was old but thankfully seemed better maintained than the 
last. 

Darrick had remained hostile, his feelings of betrayal 
obvious to Sandra’s growing empathic ability. She wasn’t 
sure when she’d become able to read them as easily as she 
read other people’s emotions, but it seemed that whatever 
the professor had done to make them able to hide from 
empaths was either wearing off or Sandra was adapting to 
it. 

She crawled onto the bed beside Davin and gratefully 
curled into his embrace. She hadn’t felt this lost since her ex 
had beaten her to a bloody pulp and left her locked in their 
small bathroom for several days. It had been the most 
humiliating and degrading experience of her life, and she’d 
vowed never to give anyone that sort of power over her 
again. 

Hell, even the treatment she’d received at the professor’s 
hands had paled in comparison to what a man she'd loved 
had done to her years before. 


“Do you want to talk about it?” 

“No,” she said with a grimace as she realized that Davin 
seemed to be able to find his way through her telepathic 
block. Not even Dana had managed to do that. Well, not yet. 
Dana was nothing if not stubborn. 

Davin obviously wasn’t in the mood to let it go. “Why did 
you let him treat you like that?” 

She shrugged, unable to reconcile her actions of the past 
with the woman she was now. It seemed almost 
incomprehensible that she’d stayed with the man even after 
that day. Her sense of self-worth had been so low at the 
time that she actually remembered believing she somehow 
deserved being treated in such an awful way. 

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “When Pete and 
John realized what was happening, they stepped in and took 
me away.” She closed her eyes against the tears that 
threatened to fall. “I was so angry at their interference at 
the time. But now | know | owe them so much.” Sandra 
wiped at her eyes, embarrassed by her loss of control. 

“Your brothers did the right thing,” Davin said, nodding 
against her head. “You’re such a strong person now. It’s 
hard to imagine you ever being so low in confidence.” 

Sandra shrugged, not really sure what to say next. Yes, 
She was confident, capable, and had dealt with the 
aftereffects of her marriage a long time ago, but she still 
couldn’t explain how she’d found herself in that situation in 
the first place. 

Darrick sat at the table, no longer pretending to read the 
newspaper. He stared at her, a thoughtful, yet unnerving, 
expression on his face, and he held her eye contact as he 
moved closer to the bed. 

He stood in front of her, his arms crossed, his manner 
stern, but his smile quite friendly. Much more friendly than 
he’d given her over the past two days. 

“How much do you know about BDSM?” 


The question, so out of the blue, threw her for a moment, 
and she scrambled to catch up to the conversation. 
“Bondage and kinky stuff?” She swallowed as he nodded. 
“Not a great deal. | mean, I’ve tried a little bit of role playing 
with previous lovers, but none of it ever made me 
comfortable.” Why the hell was she telling him this? Her sex 
life—or lack thereof—was none of his concern. 

He sat on the bed in front of her, gathered her wrists in 
one of his large hands and tilted her chin up with the other. 
She stared into his eyes, unable, or maybe unwilling, to 
break from his gentle hold. 

“I believe, sweetheart, that you were looking for someone 
to take charge, someone to tell you what to do, someone 
you could hand control to.” 

She started to shake her head in disbelief. She’d never 
heard a bigger load of garbage in all her life. She’d been 
young when she'd married, and she’d made a mistake, a 
very big mistake, but she’d learned and grown from the 
experience. 

Darrick just grinned and squeezed her wrists a little 
tighter. She pulled against his hold, the sudden realization 
that she was trapped flooding adrenaline through her veins 
at the same time that arousal curled through her 
midsection. What the hell was wrong with her? 

ee 

“Stop talking, Sandra.” She did. She actually closed her 
mouth. Sandra shook her head, denying the hold he seemed 
to have over her. He moved closer, took a wrist in each 
hand, and caressed the soft skin as he spoke. “Many women 
mistake an abusive bully for the dominant man they 
unconsciously seek.” She could feel her body heating, liquid 
warmth spreading over every inch of her as need wound 
tighter. 

“No,” she said, shaking her head even though deep inside 
she wondered if it might be true. 


“What do you feel right now?” Darrick continued to hold 
her wrists captive, his gentle hold seeming more 
unbreakable than steel cuffs. 

“l-1 don’t know.” So many conflicting thoughts and 
feelings were rampaging through her brain that she had 
trouble putting it into words. 

“Are you scared?” 

“Maybe a little,” she admitted. 

“Good girl,” Darrick said a moment before leaning over to 
press a kiss to her lips. “Thank you for being honest.” He 
still held her wrists, caressing the flesh over her pulse with 
his callused thumbs. “Do you want me to stop?” 

She shook her head, unable to verbalize the admission. 
This had to be the strangest conversation she’d ever had. 
She felt small and vulnerable, held in one man’s arms while 
another stood over her, but she seemed somehow more 
liberated than she’d ever felt before. She had no control— 
something she’d avoided since her divorce—yet she 
couldn’t explain her own reactions. She wasn’t scared, not 
really. It was more a case of nervousness over what might 
happen next, but a part of her trusted these men and knew 
they would never hurt her. 

Darrick transferred both of her hands back into one of his 
and pressed his other hand against the side of her face. She 
turned into his warm touch, tears stinging her eyes as she 
tried to understand her reactions to these men. 

“Baby girl, this is what you were looking for from your ex- 
husband. Not someone to beat you up, but someone to take 
control, someone to give you permission to relax, to take 
away your choices. It’s what Domination and submission is 
all about.” 

“But | like being in control of my life, making my own 
decisions. | don’t understand how | could want both.” 

“Oh, honey, that’s almost the definition of submission,” 
Davin said as he ran his gloved hands over her fully clothed 
thighs. “Giving us control in the bedroom doesn’t mean 


giving up control over your life. It just means you have a 
chance to relax and enjoy yourself without worrying what 
needs to be done next.” He ran his hand up higher, his 
fingers skimming over her suddenly beaded nipples. He 
noticed, and continued moving his knuckles over her 
breasts again and again. 

Her breathing hitched as curls of heat swelled outward 
from her breasts, the nipples aching, her body needing 
more. The sudden, tight pinch on her hard nipples had her 
gasping for air and writhing against the mattress. She 
kicked out her legs, trying to escape the intense sensation 
even as she silently acknowledged how much the pain 
seemed to increase the tingling awareness all over her body. 

Darrick slid onto the bed, soothing her with his voice, 
softly crooning words of encouragement. “Let us show you 
what it is you’ve been craving.” 

She didn’t think it was a request, but she nodded anyway. 
They’d started a need deep down, and she was certain they 
were the only ones able to appease the ache. Darrick 
lowered his hands to her pants, deftly undoing the 
fastenings and dragging the material down her legs. Her 
underwear quickly followed. She went to undo her shirt, but 
Davin stilled her hands, pressing them against her belly. 

It felt weird to only be naked on her lower half, and she 
tried to tell them so. “Be quiet, baby girl. We do this my way 
or not at all.” She closed her mouth, her need overwhelming 
the strangeness of being only half-naked. Darrick moved 
away and stood beside the bed. He held his hand out for 
her, and she took it without hesitation. 

He helped her to a standing position, lifted her chin in his 
hand, and studied her face for a moment. He must have 
found whatever he sought because he nodded once and 
turned to sit on the end of the bed. “Time for your spanking, 
beautiful.” 

The words and endearment were so opposite to the tone 
of his voice that she smiled shyly and wondered what the 


hell she was getting herself into. The fact that she actually 
wanted to understand what he and Davin meant had her 
moving to do exactly what Darrick asked. 

She smiled at him again, her breath jamming in her lungs 
even though he hadn’t done anything at all. He patted his 
lap, and she hesitated, trying to figure out how exactly one 
goes about lying over her lover’s knee. He held his hand 
out, his expression one of amusement. As soon as she 
placed her hand in his, he yanked her off balance and 
arranged her facedown over his lap. 

She felt the warmth of his hand through the thin cotton of 
her shirt as he pressed between her shoulder blades and 
pushed her further down. By the time he seemed satisfied, 
her head was nearly touching the floor. She tried to move 
her arms to steady herself, but Darrick moved to hold them 
both against the small of her back. With her arms bent the 
position wasn’t entirely uncomfortable, but it certainly 
highlighted the loss of control that Darrick had mentioned. 

He caressed her bottom with his roughly callused hand, 
his touch light and warming, his control comforting and 
soothing. For a brief moment memories of her ex-husband’s 
beatings crowded into her brain, but Davin moved to tangle 
his fingers in her hair and massage her scalp until the mini 
panic attack faded. 

“Good girl,” Darrick said, the tone sounding strangely like 
pride. But of course the trouble with their mysteriously 
growing connection was that he caught that thought as 
easily as he caught the others. “I am proud of you. You’ve 
overcome some horrible experiences to be the person you 
are today.” He continued to caress the tingling skin on her 
buttocks, occasionally dipping lower to touch her intimately, 
and then lifting higher to caress her cheeks once more. She 
felt so relaxed she practically melted against him. 

She sensed his intent a moment before his hand crashed 
down on her bottom. The slap stung her tender flesh but 
didn’t actually hurt. She closed her eyes in wonder as the 


heat spread outward from where his hand had landed. 
Another slap landed on her upper thigh, the heat quickly 
morphing into arousal. She gasped as she realized she was 
moving toward orgasm. That wasn’t something she’d been 
expecting. How could pain create excitement? 

She moaned as he smacked her a third time, this time 
high on her left butt cheek. She squirmed against his hold, 
gasping as she realized that despite his light grip she wasn’t 
able to escape. Heated arousal twisted through her as the 
stinging slaps came harder, faster. 

Darrick moved so that her head hung lower, her ass 
pointing into the air. His fingers caressed her labia, her urge 
to push back onto his hand thwarted by the position. Again 
and again he teased her with those gentle touches, pressing 
into her pussy, yet only to retreat a moment later. She 
moaned her frustration and writhed against his hold, trying 
to take matters into her own hands, trying to force him to 
give her what she needed. 

She damn near howled when the next slap landed on her 
exposed and swollen pussy lips. Thick fingers thrust roughly 
into her slit, fucking her hard and fast. Sandra shook 
uncontrollably, orgasm bursting through her as liquid heat 
drenched her veins. Undulating against his hold, Sandra 
almost felt like her body belonged to someone else. Never 
had she felt a climax go on this long or feel this incredible. 

Soothing hands gentled her as she caught her breath and 
finally relaxed against Darrick’s knees. She didn’t even 
realize she'd been crying until Davin pressed a cool 
washcloth against her heated face and wiped away her 
tears. 

Embarrassed by her unexpected reactions, Sandra tried 
to wriggle away. But neither of them would let her. Darrick 
lifted her like she weighed nothing at all and sat her on his 
lap, lifting her chin up so that he could see her face. She 
closed her eyes, her emotions spiking wildly as she tried to 


process everything that had just happened and exactly what 
this meant about her. 

“Look at me, baby girl.” She opened her eyes and held his 
gaze, reminding herself that she was a respected agent and 
self-sufficient, confident woman. “How do you feel?” 

She gave him an incredulous look. He and Davin were 
both empathic, so they would both know exactly how she 
felt. She didn’t need to explain it to them. But Darrick just 
waited for her to answer, and she squirmed under his 
scrutiny for a whole minute more before telling him what he 
already knew. “Embarrassed, confused...really, really 
embarrassed.” She tried to drop her gaze, but he held her 
head up with his gentle grip. 

“Never be embarrassed with us, baby girl. Davin and | 
both have slightly kinkier needs as well, so you’re definitely 
not alone in this.” 

“Oh,” she managed to say on a breathy little voice. Did 
that mean they wanted her to spank them? 

Davin laughed so loudly that she jumped at the 
unexpected noise. “No, honey, our kinky needs revolve 
around dominating you, not getting our asses paddled.” 

“Oh,” she whispered again as relief swelled through her 
mind. “So...um...what would that entail? | mean | don’t 
really understand what you get out of spanking me.” She 
wriggled on Darrick’s lap, very aware of the hard cock 
pressing against her thigh. 

Both men seemed to take that as a challenge and began 
sending images directly to her mind. Endless pictures of 
them spanking, fucking, sucking her sped through her brain. 
Mental pictures filled her head—her on her knees, taking 
Davin’s cock deep into her mouth, her head held trapped by 
his large hands, images of her strapped down her ass and 
pussy red and swollen as Darrick drilled his cock into her 
from behind, his large hands cupping her ass cheeks, his 
thumbs playing with the pucker of her anus. 


Sandra panted hard as the erotic thoughts continued to 
swirl through her head. Fuck. Both men were still fully 
dressed, yet she felt like she’d burst into flames if 
somebody didn’t quench her desire. Her hand shook as she 
touched Darrick’s face and nodded her agreement. 

He grinned wickedly and lifted her shirt over her head and 
had her bra undone before she could blink. He lifted her into 
his arms, turned, and placed her in the middle of the bed. 
“Hands and knees,” he growled as he dragged his own 
clothes off. She glanced over to see Davin shucking his 
jeans and shirt as well. 

As soon as he was naked, Davin placed his hand under 
her chin and his cock against her lips. “Open for me,” he 
said in a tone of voice that made her both bristle with 
irritation and melt with desire. How was it possible that 
letting them boss her around was only making her hotter? 
Hell, even her irritation morphed into need. 

She opened her mouth, gagging slightly as he thrust deep 
without warning. She felt Darrick crawl onto the mattress 
behind her, his warm hands grasping her hips as his 
condom-covered cock probed her sensitive flesh. She 
grunted as he also pushed hard and deep. Every nerve 
ending felt supersensitized, and she shivered as Davin 
touched her face gently, pulled away, and thrust back even 
deeper. Darrick did the same, their movements in 
counterpoint, the strange feeling of being exactly where she 
belonged taking her by surprise. 

But then both men sped up, and every thought was wiped 
from her head as pure sensation took over. Together they 
took her, stamping their claim, making her theirs in every 
sense of the word. 

“Swallow,” Davin instructed as he pushed deep and then 
held still. She struggled to comply, her body no longer 
seeming in her control. When she finally managed to 
remember how, Davin groaned and ordered her to do it 
again. 


“That is an amazing sight,” Darrick said as he held still, 
his cock buried deep in her pussy. Davin groaned, pulled out 
of her mouth slightly, and thrust back in quickly, almost as if 
he couldn’t stand not being connected to her. 

Darrick leaned over her, his chest touching her spine 
lightly as his hand wrapped under her pelvis and slid into 
the slippery curls covering her clit. He scraped over the 
swollen bud several times, ratcheting her need higher, 
much higher, before he pinched it hard and demanded she 
come. 

Holy fuck. Every muscle Sandra owned vibrated violently. 
Davin pulled out of her mouth as Darrick leaned back and 
sped up his movements, pounding into her harder and 
faster, holding her trapped with his hands. She moaned as 
he pressed his thumbs against her anus, mimicking exactly 
the images he’d sent earlier as he massaged the virgin 
flesh. She writhed, the wicked flames of her release 
scorching her insides as her climax went on and on. Finally 
her orgasm slowed, exhaustion pulling her down as her 
excitement dulled to a slow burn. 

Darrick pounded into her twice more before holding her 
hard against him as his cock pulsed in her channel. She 
tried to collapse face-first, but Darrick held her up even as 
he pulled from her body. She barely registered that Davin 
had moved before he grabbed her hips, dragged her to the 
edge of the mattress, and thrust his hard, thick cock into her 
pussy. 

He gave her no time to adjust, simply plowed into her 
willing flesh over and over and over. She gasped, crying out 
as her body raced toward orgasm once more. He slapped 
her thigh, did it again and again, the hard slaps hitting the 
same hot spot each time. 

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice low and deep, his 
command of her obvious. She obeyed, writhing as sensation 
screeched through her once more. She closed her eyes, 
brilliant rainbow colors bursting behind her eyelids as he 


gave in to his own desires and thrust hard and deep once 
more. 

This time they did let her collapse forward, her arms 
unable to support her weight one more moment. Davin 
followed her down, his cock still filling her as he surrounded 
her, lightly pressing her into the mattress. He was gasping 
for air as hard as she was, and he sent his instructions to 
her telepathically. “Stay here, lying just like this. l'Il be back 
in a moment.” 

She mourned the loss as he pulled his cock from her still 
spasming pussy, but she did as she was told, too tired, too 
exhausted to even consider not following his bossy rules. If 
she wasn’t so wiped out, maybe she’d sass him a little, but 
for now she was happy to be the good girl they’d been 
calling her. 

A deep chuckle came from behind her as she finally 
realized that Darrick was listening to every thought in her 
head. “Keep thinking like that, baby girl,” he said as he 
caressed the soft flesh on her bottom, “and this ass is going 
to be an even deeper shade of pink.” 

She couldn’t help the heat that writhed through her at his 
softly sooken threat. Davin came back into the room, and a 
moment later a warm washcloth touched her intimately. She 
tried to squirm away, completely embarrassed by the 
contact. “Be still,” Davin said in a tone that suggested 
punishment would follow if she disobeyed. 

She closed her eyes, forcing herself to relax and endure. 
Two very male chuckles reached her ears as Davin took his 
sweet time cleaning her up. Then he rolled her onto her 
back and pressed a kiss to her belly. 

His fingers tangled in the curls covering her mound before 
he tugged on them sharply. She gasped at the sudden pain 
and couldn’t believe the heat that followed. Shit. Maybe 
there was some truth to what they’d said about her seeking 
a man to dominate her. She’d never had three incredible 


orgasms in a single day in her entire life, and these men had 
given them to her so easily it was almost frightening. 

They both moved onto the bed, dragging her up to the 
pillows and snuggling her between them. “Sleep now,” 
Davin said with a cracking yawn. “We'll answer any 
questions you might have in the morning.” 

She nodded her agreement, grateful for the time to sleep 
and maybe process everything that had happened to her. 
She had questions, hundreds, maybe thousands of them. 
She just didn’t have a clue where to start. 


Chapter Eight 


Darrick held Sandra close as she slept. She was perfect 
for them. Too bad they seemed to be really bad for her. 
Since meeting them she’d given up her bedroom, her 
privacy, her career, and possibly her future. 

In some ways he wished they’d escaped without running 
into her. 

But then they would never have realized just how 
amazing the woman was, or how much she needed them. 
They could give her everything she’d been craving. Whether 
she understood it or not, she was a natural submissive and 
needed to be dominated in the bedroom in order for her to 
relax. 

He’d never dream of trying to tell her what to do outside 
of their sexual play—she’d probably threaten to shoot him if 
he tried—but he needed her as much as she needed him 
and Davin. 

He glanced at his brother and wondered what the hell to 
do now. They were fugitives, unable to offer Sandra 
anything resembling the future she deserved. Living on the 
run was not what he wanted for the woman who already 
held his heart. Even when he’d been angry with her, even 
when he'd believed her somehow involved in the attempt to 
incarcerate them indefinitely, he’d loved her. 

He shook his head, trying to clear the confusing thoughts. 

“It seems there’s more to the empaths meeting their 
mate myth than we gave credence,” Davin said directly into 
his mind. “/ love her too, even after such a short time 
together.” 

“So what do we do now?” 

“Clear our names for starters. | don’t want the woman |! 
love being dragged from one end of the country to the other 
trying to evade The Agency.” 


“I don’t like that we’ve separated her from her family, 
either. Her brothers must be frantic with worry.” Darrick 
touched her face lightly. “And / don’t even want to imagine 
what Dana would be capable of if she caught up with us 
first.” 

Davin smiled and chuckled quietly. “Yes, | don’t think the 
fact that we’re Dana’s half brothers would slow her down at 
all,” 

“Maybe we should head back to the professor’s old 
facility. Even after The Agency’s raid, we might be able to 
learn something about what’s going on. Maybe some 
information got left behind. It’s a long shot, but | haven’t got 
a Clue where else to start.” 

Davin shook his head slowly. “Same here. Do you still 
have the information you gave to The Agency?” 

Darrick simply grinned in response. Surely his brother 
knew him well enough to know he’d never hand over 
information without retaining the details himself. “Get some 
sleep. We'll head out first thing in the morning.” 

Davin nodded, pulled Sandra tighter against him, and 
closed his eyes. 

x kx OK OX 

“Sandra!” 

Sandra startled awake, her heart pounding hard enough 
to break a rib before she realized the voice belonged to 
Dana. Damn, she’d relaxed her guard enough to weaken the 
telepathic block she’d built in her mind. 

“Dana, go away. It’s not safe.” 

“Fffffttt,’” Dana dismissed easily. “Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine.” 

“I sensed that earlier,” Dana said with in a tone that 
betrayed her smug amusement. “/’ve been monitoring 
Theresa’s movements as best I| can, and so far they haven't 
been able to locate you.” 

“Dana, please don’t do that. | don’t want you in trouble as 
well.” 


“I repeat my earlier sentiment—fffffttt. | will let you know 
if they get close, but for the moment you seem to be okay.” 
Sandra trusted Dana implicitly. Even if her trust in her 
coworkers had been severely shaken, she had no reason to 
doubt Dana’s loyalty, or her determination. 

“Thank you,” she said sincerely. 

“| assume that you have more reason to believe in Darrick 
and Davin than just the mind-blowing sex.” 

Sandra could feel her cheeks heating with 
embarrassment, but Dana just laughed. “/ have two 
husbands of my own,” she said by way of teasing apology. 

“Hey, that’s my brothers you're talking about,” Sandra 
sent back, feeling more relaxed now that Dana was acting 
like her normal self. Yet, she could sense Dana’s worry that 
Sandra, Darrick, and Davin didn’t have a plan. They sort of 
didn’t, but Dana didn’t need to know that. “We haven't 
made any firm decisions just yet, but it would probably be 
best if you weren't privy to details anyway.” 

She knew Dana well enough to interpret the silence as 
irritation that Sandra would even suggest that she would 
compromise their safety, but Dana’s twin sister, Theresa, 
was a Stronger telepath and might be able to break through 
all the block’s Dana held in her mind no matter how strong 
they were. 

Even Jenna’s daughters were strong enough telepaths to 
compromise Dana’s knowledge. “Fine. Okay. | get it,” Dana 
sent irritably. Sandra felt a little surprised that Dana had 
been able to read her internal thoughts so easily, especially 
considering the physical distance between them. Perhaps 
Dana was a stronger telepath than even the woman herself 
understood. “Okay, that thought I like.” 

“How’s Pete?” Sandra asked, changing the subject 
completely. She’d worried for him over the past few days. It 
couldn’t be easy trying to do his job while getting sideways 
glances from his coworkers. Having a partner go rogue was 


one thing, but when that partner was a relative, it would 
make things ten times harder. 

“Worried for you, but he'll survive.” 

Dana certainly had a way of cutting things to the bare 
essentials. 

“Probably best that you don’t mention this conversation. 
He’ll get pressure to report anything he knows about me or 
my guys.” 

“Your guys?” Dana asked with that smug attitude in her 
voice once more. “Now I really must meet them. Sort this 
out and hurry home.” 

“We will,” Sandra said, feeling better just knowing that at 
least someone knew she was okay. She hated that Pete and 
John would be worried for her, but at this stage it couldn’t 
be helped. 

“Oh, by the way,” Dana added casually. “The facility they 
raided in the Rockies was completely deserted. Rather 
inconvenient, don’t you think?” 

“Um...yes,” Sandra said slowly, trying to understand what 
that meant. Deserted, as in abandoned a long time ago, or 
deserted, as in everyone fled before the agents got there? 

“Okay, I'll tell Davin and Darrick. Stay safe, Dana.” 

“Of course,” her sister-in-law sent with her usual self- 
confidence. 

Sandra opened her eyes to find both men watching her 
closely. Obviously even her private conversations were no 
longer private with these two around. 

“We have to head there and see what happened,” Darrick 
said out loud. 

“I agree,” Davin said with a nod. “We'll need to pack 
provisions and rent an all-terrain vehicle. | doubt the 
entrance is easy to get to.” 

“What time is it?” Sandra asked. She didn’t think she’d 
slept more than a few hours, but she felt strangely rested. 

“Nearly seven. We have time for a shower before the 
rental place opens.” Davin grinned wickedly as he sent 


images to her mind of all the things three people could do 
under a stream of water. 

Her body heated just at the thought, but she couldn’t 
explain the fear that gripped her. It felt like this might be her 
last chance to enjoy time with her men before her life went 
to hell. She nodded to them both, catching the sad smile 
from Darrick as a similar thought flitted through his brain as 
well. 

“Come on, baby girl,” he said as he draped her over his 
shoulder and carried her into the bathroom. She giggled as 
all blood rushed to her head, but the soft touch of his hand 
on her tender bottom sent heat flooding through her again. 

He put her on her feet as he adjusted the taps and then 
stepped into the flow of water. He held his hand out for her, 
and she went to him without a moment’s hesitation. It felt 
kind of strange to let him wash her with the shower gel, but 
the slick glide of his hands over her skin derailed any 
thoughts of protest. 

His hand dipped lower as he massaged shower gel into 
the curly hair covering her mound. She groaned as his finger 
ran over her clit, pressing a little harder with each pass. 

“Are you sore here?” 

“Not really,” she said, sensing he would accept nothing 
but the truth. “A little raw perhaps but what you’re doing 
now feels very nice.” 

“Nice, huh?” He rinsed the soap from her and then slid his 
hand lower, his fingers wriggling through the folds of her 
labia before pushing into her pussy. “Is this nice, too?” 

She nodded, gulping air as he finger-fucked her slowly. 
Davin stepped into the shower behind her, his soapy hands 
smoothing over her shoulders, down her back, and over her 
ass. He caressed the sensitized flesh as Darrick thrust his 
fingers up into her vagina. Everything tingled, but she 
nearly stopped breathing when Davin slid a soapy finger 
over her anus. He teased her puckered flesh until she 


thought she would go mad. She could feel the muscle 
opening, allowing his entry, inviting him inside her body. 

It felt so strange, but at the same time wonderful. As he 
pushed his finger into her ass, fireworks exploded in her 
belly, the new sensation setting her alight with passion once 
more. “That’s it, honey. Ride my fingers.” 

She hadn't even noticed that she was thrusting her ass 
toward him. With Darrick’s fingers still thrusting into her 
pussy she wasn’t sure the movement was entirely 
voluntary, but when Davin pressed a second finger in with 
the first, she could barely comprehend her need. She’d 
never even considered anal sex before, but right now she 
felt like she’d explode if Davin didn’t stick his cock in her 
ass. 

Holy fuck. When did she get so kinky? 

“You've always been kinky, baby girl,” Darrick said as he 
lifted her chin and then pressed a soft, slow kiss to her lips. 
“You just needed to meet the right men.” She nodded. It 
was different with these two. Never before had she 
experienced the contented peace she felt when she was 
with these men. “Davin is going to fuck your ass now.” 

She pulled away in instinctive panic, but they controlled 
her easily. Being unable to move set all sorts of needs loose, 
and she moaned as Davin pressed a third finger into her 
ass. He moved slowly, gently, preparing her for his cock 
until she was once again pushing against his hand. 

“Good girl,” he said as he pulled his fingers from her body 
completely. She didn’t have time to protest the loss because 
he pressed the slippery head of his cock against her opening 
and pushed inside. Darrick pulled his fingers from her pussy 
and moved them to her clit. She gasped, lifting onto her 
toes, but Davin pushed her forward, forcing her to lean 
against Darrick to maintain her balance. 

“That’s it, baby girl,” Darrick said as he moved back and 
helped her bend lower. “Just relax and let us take care of 
you.” She nodded, unwilling to deny them anything. Davin 


worked his cock all the way into her ass, his short, slow 
thrusts taking him a little deeper each time. Fully seated in 
her back passage, Davin wrapped an arm around her middle 
and supported her weight as Darrick moved away. 

She wanted to know where he was going, but Davin’s 
withdrawal and then hard thrust into her ass delayed her 
question. She moaned as he did it again, amazement 
thrilling through her when nerve endings she hadn’t been 
aware of flared to life. Her entire lower body buzzed with 
excitement. 

Darrick stepped back into the shower, turned off the taps, 
and helped Davin lift her up. He seemed to lean against the 
wall as he spread her legs wide and held her thighs open. 
Her feet were completely off the ground, but she shook her 
head when she saw Darrick’s cock covered with a condom. 
Surely she wouldn’t be able to take them both at the same 
time. 

Davin bit the back of her neck, the slight sting distracting 
her as Darrick moved closer and pressed his cock against 
her pussy. “We’ll take it slow,” he promised as he kissed her 
lips and rubbed his cock against her dripping pussy. 

Swollen, hard inch by swollen, hard inch he pushed into 
her sensitive sheath. She cried out as he pulled away, only 
to grunt as he thrust into her once more. Again and again he 
pressed his cock into her aching flesh as Davin held still and 
let his brother do all the work. 

Both of them rammed to the hilt in her body. Sandra 
couldn’t believe she was actually here. She felt full, 
completely stuffed, but at the same time lovingly 
possessed. When they started to move, she had no control, 
her arms resting uselessly on Darrick’s shoulders as they 
took her to heaven and back. 

“Come for us,” Davin demanded as he somehow found 
her clit with his fingers. She screamed, the added 
stimulation overwhelming her senses and tipping her into 
orgasm. She shook violently, her climax crashing over her, 


back and forth and over again as she breathlessly chanted 
their names. 

She felt them both come at the same time, their releases 
seeming as violent and all consuming as her own. They held 
her between them, their cocks slowly softening in her body 
as they all tried to catch their breath. 

“Baby girl, you are an incredible woman.” The 
compliment sent a warm glow through her, and she dipped 
her head shyly. Darrick pulled her closer. It took longer to 
clean up than it should have, but the incredible closeness 
She felt to these men made it hard to stop touching. Finally 
sated, exhausted, and replete, Sandra walked back into the 
bedroom on wobbly legs and fell onto the mattress. 

x kx OK OX 

“She’s asleep,” Davin whispered as the need to protect 
her wound through him. It was quite likely that in a gunfight 
the woman would be more than capable of protecting 
herself and them, but she had a heart of gold, and the gift of 
her trust was priceless. 

He vowed then and there that he would never give her a 
reason to regret giving it to them. 

“Okay,” Darrick said telepathically, obviously not wanting 
to wake the exhausted woman. “/’// head over to the mall 
and buy some provisions. I’m pretty sure | saw a camping 
store, so I'll grab some overnight gear in case we need to 
spend a night or two in the mountains.” 

“Good idea. Get some wet weather gear and jackets as 
well. This time of year shouldn’t be too uncomfortable, but 
l’d hate to risk our beautiful lady simply because we didn’t 
plan ahead.” 

Darrick stood beside the bed, his hand smoothing over 
Sandra’s blonde tresses almost like he couldn’t deny his 
need to touch her. “I'll be back quickly. Keep her safe.” 

Davin had the silliest urge to give his brother the finger. 
Darrick might be older by a few minutes, but he’d never 
tried to boss his younger brother around either. It just 


proved that Sandra had affected them both deeply. It was 
nice to know that they were on the same page. 
Hopefully, Sandra was, too. 


Chapter Nine 

“Do you see any movement?” 

Darrick shook his head as he swept the area with the 
high-powered binoculars once more. They were still miles 
away from the entrance to the facility, but at this stage they 
were more worried about running into people from The 
Agency than the professor’s cronies. They’d at least be able 
to talk their way into a facility run by their father’s men, but 
an agent was liable to shoot them on sight. 

“We don’t shoot on sight,” Sandra said, her voice laced 
with amusement. “You’re more likely to be immobilized by a 
strong telekinetic.” 

“Seriously?” Darrick asked. “Isn’t that dangerous? Doesn’t 
that risk stopping the heart?” 

“It does,” Sandra agreed with a nod, “but we're well 
trained.” 

“We?” Davin asked with a slightly croaky voice. “You can 
do that?” 

Sandra nodded, and doubt wobbled into Darrick’s idea for 
their future. Hell, as much as they seemed to know about 
each other, and even with their link growing stronger each 
day, they were still managing to keep secrets. 

Davin turned to Darrick and asked, “Do you think that’s 
where our telekinetic skill came from?” 

“Maybe. But with all the experiments we've been 
subjected to over the years anything is possible.” 

“Experiments?” Sandra asked in a voice that clearly 
conveyed her disbelief. “I thought you worked for the 
professor.” 

“We did work for the professor,” Darrick said as his 
irritation escalated. “That didn’t exempt us from the type of 
experiments he did on others.” 

“Oh, boohoo,” Sandra said sarcastically. “At least you 
were free to come and go. Not like Alana or Jenna.” 


“What the fuck?” Davin asked, sounding confused and 
irritated as hell. 

Darrick turned to face Sandra. “I wasn’t asking for your 
sympathy! What the fuck is wrong with you, woman?” He 
couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth. Two 
days ago they’d seemed like they had the perfect 
relationship, yet in the span of five minutes it had all gone 
to hell. He backed away when he realized he wanted to hit 
her. Not the type of spanking a Dom would give his naughty 
sub, but a vicious assault like the one her ex-husband had 
given her. Fuck. He stepped further away. 

Davin glanced at him sharply, obviously sensing the 
thoughts in his head. Darrick moved toward his brother but 
froze suddenly. “/ can’t move,” he sent telepathically, as 
anger and fear brawled for dominance in his mind. 

“Told you | could freeze your ass,” Sandra said with no 
Small amount of glee. 

What the hell was happening to them? They were acting 
out of character, and he had no idea why. 

x kx OK OX 

Davin could feel his own irritation rising and had no 
explanation for it. It was like something in his brain had 
been switched off, a type of impulse control that was 
somehow suddenly missing. 

A frantic thought occurred to him. He had no idea if it 
would work, but he needed to do something quickly before 
Sandra decided to immobilize him as well. He tore the 
gloves from his hands, moved quickly to the two people in 
the world most important to him, and placed a hand on each 
of their arms. 

The download of memories started immediately, but this 
time he tried to send them on, tried to create a loop 
between the three of them so that they were all watching 
each other’s memories together. 

He felt his own irritation lessen as the avalanche of 
memories overwhelmed all other thoughts. He could sense 


Sandra’s growing calm and noticed that she’d released his 
brother from her telekinetic hold. 

Davin had no idea how long they stayed like that, but in 
the back of his mind he realized that like this they were 
vulnerable. They were unaware of anything outside their 
little circle, and that was never a safe thing. 

He managed to slow the influx of memories—a little 
Surprised that he was able to do so—before he tried to 
communicate telepathically with Darrick and Sandra. 

“Something Is affecting us. Something external.” 

“You're right,” Sandra replied quickly. “But what?” 

“Years ago, the professor experimented with toxic 
neurochemicals that disrupted the control center in the 
brain, but | thought the research was abandoned because 
the test subjects became enraged...” Davin’s thoughts 
trailed off as he realized that the professor had probably 
achieved exactly what he’d wanted from the experiments. 
“Do you think Dad transferred the research to this hidden 
facility?” 

“That'd be my guess,” Sandra said as she rubbed her 
forehead above her left eye—exactly the same place where 
Darrick’s headache was forming. “So how do we get out of 
this? If Davin stops the flow of memories, we’re liable to go 
back to trying to kill each other.” 

“Can you walk while the memories are flowing?” Davin 
asked them both. 

“| think so, why?” Sandra asked, sounding a whole lot 
more confident than her emotions would suggest. 

“Because my guess is it’s localized. Sort of like a 
perimeter of gas as you get closer to the facility. If we can 
just get through it, we should be fine.” 

“That’s a pretty big guess...” Sandra said, sounding 
amused, but again her emotions belied the tone. 

“No, | think he’s probably right,” Darrick said quickly. 
“You're forgetting that at least in our younger years we 
knew our Dad pretty well. A circle of gas canisters with 


movement sensors would be exactly something the 
professor would do. We should be okay if we just head 
toward the facility.” 

Sandra glanced at their equipment and vehicle. They’d 
driven as close as the dense scrub would let them. Now they 
would have to continue on foot, something that confirmed in 
Davin’s mind that their theory on the neurotoxins was likely 
correct. 

They couldn’t afford to break the mental link they had via 
him, so their equipment would have to stay here. Thankfully 
they were all wearing the heavy jackets they’d bought 
earlier, and Davin at least had a thick coil of climbing rope 
slung over one shoulder. He was pretty sure Sandra wasn’t 
wearing her gun, but with her telekinetic ability she 
probably didn’t need it. 

Davin nodded. Sandra gnawed on her bottom lip in 
uncharacteristic indecision but finally nodded her 
agreement also. Turning toward the facility, they continued 
their journey on foot. 

x x kx OX 

Sandra tried to concentrate on putting one foot in front of 
the other. The constant flow of childhood memories—hers 
and Davin’s and Darrick’s—was distracting, but she tried to 
control her curiosity. She was very grateful to Davin for the 
choice of memories that he used. She’d had a happy 
childhood, so it was quite pleasant to take the trip down 
memory lane with her men. She was a little surprised that 
their earliest memories were of love and acceptance also. 
The professor had been a fairly decent, if somewhat 
unusual, father when Darrick and Davin had been very 
young. She could only guess that Davin was withholding the 
ones where things started going wrong. 

They walked for several hundred feet before the trees 
thinned out and they were faced with something that 
brought to mind images of World War II movies. Every scrap 
of vegetation had been recently cleared away, leaving a 


swathe of empty land. It was only about thirty feet across, 
but the site gave her a very bad feeling. Whatever had 
happened here had been done deliberately. The words “no 
man’s land” kept chiming in her head, and it took a while to 
realize it wasn’t only her thought. 

Davin slowed the memories to nearly a complete stop. 
“I’m going to let go of Darrick and we can see if the gas is 
still around.” 

“Why him?” Sandra asked, feeling annoyed that they 
would protect her in this way. In this situation she was the 
trained agent, not their submissive. 

Darrick laughed quietly. “Why me? Because, baby girl, I’m 
less dangerous than you.” 

She felt her muscles relax just a little, relieved that they 
hadn’t underestimated her ability to protect them if the 
need arose. 

Davin nodded, a smile gracing his lips as he slowly took 
his hand off Darrick’s arm and pulled Sandra more fully into 
his embrace. “How do you feel?” he asked his brother. 

“So far so good,” Darrick answered as he moved around 
the small area without stepping onto the cleared land. 
“There was a distinctive smell back near the vehicle. At the 
time | assumed it was a flowering plant, but it may have 
been part of the gas release so that people in the know 
were warned of what was happening. | can’t smell it here.” 
He rolled his head on his shoulders, stretching the muscles 
of his neck for a long while as he took deep breaths. 
Eventually he said, “I think we’re okay.” 

“Okay, honey, your turn,” Davin said as he loosened his 
hold on her and stepped away. Brief panic flooded her mind. 
She’d never been afraid of her telekinetic abilities before, 
but she’d never considered that she could one day be 
uncontrolled enough to present a danger to people she 
loved. But after a few minutes she nodded and relaxed just 
a little. 


“Me, too,” Davin said with a small smile that telegraphed 
his relief as loudly as his emotions did. “Now what was that | 
heard about ‘no man’s land?’” 

“It looks like a minefield,” Darrick answered. 

“My thoughts exactly,” Sandra added. “The last thing we 
need is to telegraph our approach with an explosion or 
three. We need to get over it without setting anything off.” 

“But how?” Davin asked. He lifted the coil of rope off his 
shoulder, yet it was pretty useless to them if they had no 
way to secure it to the other side. Unless... 

“Were you any good at long jump in high school?” 

Both brothers looked at her as if she’d lost her mind. Hell, 
maybe she had. She hadn’t actually tried using her 
telekinesis to make a person fly, but she knew from both 
Theresa and Jenna that it was possible. And Sandra had 
slammed the odd bad guy off their feet a time or two. 

“Long jump? Not bad, | suppose. Above average maybe. 
But there is no way | can jump across that.” 

Sandra used her telekinesis to lift Darrick off the ground. 
“What if | gave you a bit of a push?” 

“A push?” There was that look of incredulity again. 

Sandra shrugged. “Our only other choice it to turn back.” 

“Fine,” Darrick said as he ran a hand down his face. 
“Come here, beautiful.” She moved into his arms and held 
on tight. 

“I can do this,” she said, her confidence growing as she 
thought it through. Davin must have anticipated her next 
move because he turned and climbed into the tree behind 
them. He chose the space where a sturdy branch protruded 
from the main trunk, wound the rope around it just above 
the limb, and used a series of complicated knots to secure it 
firmly. 

Davin jumped down to the ground and handed the other 
end of the rope to Darrick. “Time to fly, bro,” he said with a 
wicked grin. Darrick glanced at the nylon rope in his hand 
and back at his brother. 


“Yeah, thanks.” She could feel his hesitation, but also his 
need to protect the woman he loved and his twin brother. 

“You love me?” Sandra asked, slightly distracted by the 
revelation. He gave her another one of those incredulous 
looks. 

“How can you be such a strong empath and miss that?” 
She felt heat blossom across her cheeks. She had sensed 
the emotions but had dismissed them as spur-of-the- 
moment happiness, not the forever kind of love she could 
now feel coming from both men. 

“Sorry,” she whispered. Davin and Darrick pressed 
against her. 

“Don’t be sorry, baby girl. Just love us back.” 

“I do,” she said quickly and couldn’t help grinning at their 
feigned surprise. “But you already knew that.” Both men 
nodded and kissed her cheeks at the same time. 

“Let’s do this,” Darrick said as he moved away. “Ready?” 

Sandra and Davin moved out of the way, trying to give 
Darrick as much space as possible for his run up. Without 
preamble he bolted toward the deserted area and leaped 
into the air. Sandra used her telekinetic ability to help him 
across to the other side, surprised when it was much easier 
than she thought it would be. 

Darrick landed safely, managing to keep the rope up off 
the ground, and then turned to tie it to the tree behind him. 
Davin climbed up the tree on their side, tested the strength 
of the knots, and then grabbed the rope with both hands, 
Swinging down so that his legs hung a few feet off the 
ground. He bounced several times, the rope pulling tight but 
not showing any signs of weakening. 

“Okay, honey,” he said as he dropped to the ground. “You 
first.” 

She nodded and turned to climb the tree, but Davin 
simply lifted her up to the rope. Sandra hadn't really gotten 
around to asking them what sort of training they had, but 
considering their confident actions, she thought they’d 


perhaps had at least as much military-style training as 
Jenna. 

“Pretty much,” Davin confirmed as he let go and stepped 
back. Sandra dangled from her arms for a moment before 
lifting her legs and hooking them over the rope. Cross- 
legged, she used her hands to drag herself backward across 
the expanse. By the time she reached Darrick, the muscles 
in her arms were burning, and she had cause to regret not 
following her fitness routine as vigilantly as she’d done 
before she’d met these men. 

Darrick grinned and grabbed her legs as she swung down. 
He managed to make sure every part of her touched every 
part of him as he lowered her to the ground. “So mind- 
blowing sex doesn’t count as a fitness routine?” he asked in 
a teasing voice. 

“I wish,” she said with a smile so wide her cheeks began 
to ache. If only life were so simple. 

She glanced up to see Davin starting to shimmy across 
the expanse the same way she’d done. He was almost all of 
the way across when a creaking sound made her heart leap 
into her throat. Barely able to breathe, Sandra watched as 
Davin picked up the pace and scrambled the rest of the way. 
Fortunately, the rope held, and Davin dropped to the ground 
not far from them. 

“We're going to have to find another way back to the 
car,” he said looking up at the rope where it was attached to 
the tree. “It might hold, but I’d rather not risk it.” 

Darrick nodded his agreement, grabbed Sandra’s hand, 
and turned toward the facility once more. 

x x OK OX 

Davin watched his woman smile shyly at his brother. It 
was a continual source of wonder that Sandra could be such 
a confident and capable federal agent, yet so trusting and 
loving. She was exactly the type of woman the two of them 
needed. The fact that she was submissive in bed was pure 
bonus. 


Sexy thoughts flashed through his head, and the two 
people in front of him turned and glared at him. He smiled 
but tried to keep his wayward thoughts under control. They 
needed to concentrate, and even if the facility was 
abandoned, it was possible that any other security 
measures were still active. 

In the end the facility was quite a disappointment. A 
crumbling perimeter wall, a handful of empty, dilapidated 
buildings, and dust. Lots and lots of dust. 

Darrick glanced around them. “This doesn’t make sense. 
This is nothing like the floor plans | found. | was expecting a 
three story building with dozens of rooms—office space, 
labs, medical facilities. None of this would have been 
adequate for the experiments Dad was doing—even if the 
buildings hadn’t been abandoned before we were born.” 

Davin shook his head. He couldn’t sense anyone nearby. 
Not even a hint of life—animal, human, or otherwise. 

“So, now what?” Darrick asked. They hadn’t really given 
any thought to what they’d do after coming here. But with 
the facility nothing like they were expecting their immediate 
future seemed rather bleak. 

But just as he was about to give himself permission to 
wallow in despair, the complete absence of life made him 
stop and reassess. They were in the middle of the Rocky 
Mountains. If this place were truly deserted, the animals and 
vegetation would have reclaimed it by now. 

“Someone’s here,” he sent to both Sandra and Darrick, 
very careful to shield the communication from other 
telepaths. They both remained casual, Darrick holding 
Sandra tightly to his side as they poked around the 
discarded junk as if they were tourists to a ghost town. “/ 
think the facility is underground. Stay alert.” 

He barely got the telepathic warning out before several 
green laser dots appeared on his chest and stomach. Davin 
glanced over to see Darrick and Sandra in the same 
predicament. He lifted his hands above his head, realizing if 


whoever held them in their gunsight wanted them dead 
they would already be riddled with bullets. 

“About time you two got here,” a cranky old voice said. 

“Dad?” 

Davin couldn’t believe his ears, but when the man 
stepped out of one of the buildings, he could barely 
comprehend what he was seeing. He wanted to ask a million 
questions starting with “How the fuck did you escape?” but 
he held his tongue. 

“It would have been easier if you’d told us about this 
place,” Darrick said with a wide, confident, and—hopefully 
the professor wouldn’t notice—fake grin on his face. 

“Who's your friend?” the professor said as he moved 
closer to Sandra. Fuck, this was bad, really, really bad. 
Surely he’d recognize her from the time she’d been 
mistaken for Dana. 

“This,” Darrick said as he fisted a hand in Sandra’s hair 
and forced her to her knees, “is our fuck-toy.” Sandra 
glanced at Davin with such pain and shock in her eyes that 
for a moment he worried that she believed them capable of 
what Darrick seemed to be saying. But he felt a whisper-soft 
touch on his mind and realized it was her reassuring him. 
Fuck, how did they get so lucky? The woman’s capacity for 
love and trust was beyond anything he’d ever known. 

Darrick forced her head down so that Sandra knelt 
submissively at his feet, her face hidden. Thankfully the 
professor didn’t seem to recognize her. The old guy actually 
laughed, almost as if he were delighted that his sons were 
such unfeeling assholes. Great. They’d finally made daddy 
happy. How was that for irony? 

The professor turned his attention to Davin. “Developed 
any new skills lately?” 

“A touch of telekinesis,” he said honestly, although he 
doubted that was related to the injection the professor had 
given him. He wasn’t about to share on the memory-transfer 
Skill, but knew he had to give his father something. 


The professor looked disappointed, and his focus on them 
quickly dissolved. He turned to the man behind him. “Get 
them a room. Bring them up to speed on security protocol.” 
Then he walked away without a backward glance. 

x kx OK OX 

Sandra was damn near gasping for breath. The 
adrenaline, fear, and shock at Darrick’s behavior still didn’t 
drown out the intense arousal she was feeling. The hard grip 
in her hair was actually painful enough to bring tears to her 
eyes, but that didn’t dull the passion. 

“Up,” Darrick said as his hand flexed in her hair. She could 
feel his disgust that he needed to treat her this way, but she 
was fairly certain that everyone else had bought the act. It 
seemed that she was the only one able to sense Davin and 
Darrick’s emotions. Thank heavens for small favors. 

She moved quickly to comply, keeping her head down so 
that she wouldn’t be recognized. As an agent she’d always 
worn her hair in a tight braid. She wasn’t even sure why 
she'd left it down today, other than Davin and Darrick 
preferred it that way, but she was very glad that she hadn’t 
gone all stubborn and put it up just to remind them that she 
was a highly trained agent. 

The entrance they used to the facility was quite simple in 
its design—a hinged trapdoor disguised as floorboards with 
a sealed vault-like door underneath—and Sandra found 
herself wondering how The Agency could have missed it. 
Surely they went over the buildings several times. They 
should have picked up some clues as to where the base was 
actually hidden. 

Surrounded by heavily armed soldiers—apparently Davin 
and Darrick’s father didn’t trust them that much—the three 
of them were led to a fairly ordinary-looking bedroom. 

“Bathroom’s through that door,” one of the soldiers said 
in a gruff voice. “Food will be delivered. Stay in here.” 

Darrick dragged her in by her hair, but when the door 
closed—and locked—behind them he went to loosen his 


grip. “Don’t,” she sent telepathically. “The room probably 
has cameras. | think this Is a test.” 

She could feel the anger pulsing through him, but Sandra 
knew it was from frustration that he couldn’t drop the act 
and not aimed in any way at her. 

“Push me to the floor,” she said quickly. “/t’s okay. | love 
you, but you need to do this to keep us all safe.” She sent 
quick mental images to him of what she knew needed to 
come. 

He pushed her to the floor, and she threw herself into the 
action so that his shove seemed much harder than it 
actually was. “Strip,” he ordered out loud, his telepathic, “/ 
love you,” overriding the small quiver of fear she felt at his 
tone. He stood over her, his legs braced wide, his arms 
crossed, the sneer on his face very convincing. 

She dragged her clothes off, not bothering to wipe away 
the tears that slid down her face. She could feel how much 
they both hated the need to do this, but they had to make it 
look real. It was obvious that the professor didn’t trust them. 

“Suck me,” Davin said as he stepped in front of her and 
undid his jeans. His cock was soft, so she quickly wrapped 
her hands around him and sucked the head into her mouth. 

This wasn’t going to work if neither of them could get an 
erection. She sent images of the way they’d dominated her 
in the hotel and felt Davin’s cock grow a little harder. “Think 
of it as dominating me now and cuddling me later.” 

“I promise we'll spend the rest of our lives making this up 
to you,” Darrick sent telepathically as he slapped her ass 
and said out loud, “Suck him harder.” 

She did exactly as instructed as the sting from the slap 
heated her lower half and zinged straight to her clit. The 
fact that they had an audience just seemed to make her 
hotter. Davin groaned as his cock lengthened in her mouth 
and pressed against the back of her throat. She swallowed 
around him, her own arousal growing as he gripped her 


head and began thrusting forcefully into and out of her 
mouth. 

She relaxed her throat, reassuring him telepathically that 
she was enjoying the way he was taking his pleasure. He 
groaned again as his movements grew more frantic, his 
lunges into her mouth more forceful, his need to come more 
urgent. 

But Darrick slapped her ass. “Stop,” he ordered them 
both. Davin pushed her away from him, and she made a 
show of collapsing onto the floor in a boneless heap. “On 
the bed,” Darrick ordered even as he picked her up off the 
floor and arranged her on her back with her legs over his 
shoulders. 

He was about to thrust hard into her aching pussy when 
he hesitated. “No condoms,” he practically shouted 
telepathically. 

“It’s okay,” she replied. “/ get the injection every six 
months and regular tests. I’m clean. | haven’t had a sexual 
relationship in a long time.” Not since her ex-husband if 
truth be told, but they didn’t need to go into details now. 

“We're both clean, too,” Darrick assured her as he pushed 
his cock inside her pussy. “We’ve always used condoms, and 
our last tests were clean, too.” She also sensed that it had 
been quite a while since their last relationship as well. She 
wasn’t completely surprised—considering their teamwork in 
bed—but it was unusual that they’d never had a relationship 
or sexual encounter without the other being a part of it. She 
filed that information away for later. Right now they needed 
to convince the people behind the cameras that she was the 
unimportant fuck-toy they’d claimed. 

x x OK OX 

Davin stepped closer to the bed, his cock throbbing as he 
watched his brother fuck their woman almost violently. The 
most incredible part about this act was that all three of 
them were beginning to enjoy it. He wanted, no, needed, to 
climb onto the bed and be a part of it. 
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He could sense Sandra’s need to moan in pleasure. 
“Scream, honey,” he sent at the same time he clapped a 
hand over her mouth. It wouldn’t do their ruthless act any 
good if she seemed to be enjoying the way Darrick was 
fucking her. 

Sandra screamed, the high-pitched keening noise muffled 
by his hand as she burst into orgasm. Darrick pounded into 
her harder, grabbing her hips and dragging her violently 
against him to cover her quivering, shaking, breathless 
climax. Holy fuck, their woman was hot. 

Darrick pulled away and flipped her onto all fours. He 
gathered the cream from her orgasm, spreading it over her 
anus before pressing his slippery cockhead against her 
puckered opening and pushing inside. She groaned at the 
abrupt entry but thankfully reassured them telepathically 
that she was okay. Davin could barely believe the feelings of 
belonging and contentment coming from their woman. 

Darrick took her ass almost as violently as he’d fucked 
her pussy. But then just as abruptly as before he pulled out 
and pushed her facedown on the bed. 

“Fuck him,” Darrick ordered as Davin lay down on the 
edge of the bed and dragged her over him. She shook 
violently as she grabbed his cock and lowered her pussy 
over him. She slid onto his cock, her inner walls caressing 
him as the aftereffects of her last climax and the build of the 
next continued to vibrate through every muscle of her body. 

As soon as he was rammed to the hilt inside her pussy, he 
banded her with his arms and squeezed. To an outsider it 
would look like he was holding her trapped, but he 
desperately needed to hold her close. He felt Darrick press 
his cock against her anus. 

“Fight me. Wriggle around,” Darrick sent to her. “Give me 
a reason to spank your ass.” 

The melting arousal that Davin felt wash through her was 
like nothing he’d ever experienced before, and he felt 
breathless for her. She wriggled, pretending to pull away 


from Darrick’s cock. The first slap was loud in the room, the 
second even harder, the third made her scream out in pain. 
But the pain quickly morphed into heat, and Sandra shook 
again with her need to orgasm. 

Darrick pinned her down, pressing her hard against Davin 
as he thrust his cock back into her ass. Davin couldn’t 
move, but the way Darrick was pressing her down rubbed 
her clit against Davin’s body, and orgasm suddenly 
slammed through Sandra. 

Her pussy frantically gripped and released against his 
cock, and even without moving he felt his own climax spin 
closer. Darrick groaned as he gave in to Sandra’s body’s 
demands and released his seed deep into her ass. Davin felt 
his balls draw up tight, his entire focus now centered on the 
incredible feeling of Sandra caressing his length as she 
came hard and long between them. 

Unable to hold back a moment longer, Davin thrust up 
into her pussy, his arms tightening around her upper body 
as cum burst from his cock and pumped deep into her body. 

Panting hard, they lay in a big heap until Darrick 
thankfully remembered the reason for the incredible fucking 
they’d just experienced. Darrick pulled away, lifted Sandra 
off Davin with a strong hand wrapped around her arm, and 
half dragged, half marched Sandra toward the bathroom. 


Chapter Ten 

“Clean yourself up,” Darrick growled as he grabbed a 
washcloth and wiped his dick before tucking it into his 
pants. He zipped up, annoyed as hell that they had to 
continue the charade when all he wanted to do was drop at 
her feet and beg for her forgiveness. When Sandra stepped 
into the shower, turned on the taps, and slumped to the 
ground like a woman poorly used, Darrick was nearly ready 
to blow their cover and fight their way out of this place. But 
then she sent them both such a pure burst of love that he 
knew he’d have a lifetime to make it all up to her, if only 
they made it out of here alive. 

But the question was did they have anywhere to go? 

Darrick left the bathroom quickly when he heard the 
bedroom door open and somebody come through. 

“Excellent,” he heard Davin say to their visitor. “I’m 
starving.” 

“Thought you might be,” the man said with a grin so sly 
Darrick wanted to lay the bastard out with one hard punch. 
But he forced himself to grin and act his part. 

“Stay in the shower, baby girl,” he sent telepathically, 
letting his fear for her leak through. Her clothes were 
scattered on the floor in the main room, and he didn’t want 
to chance the woman he loved coming anywhere near this 
guy. It was quite obvious that he’d seen at least some of 
what had happened on the bed. 

Davin reached over and shook hands with the man, 
holding his grip just a little longer than normal but not too 
long to be impolite. “Davin Stevenson.” 

“Rob Dawson,” the man said with a friendly smile. “It’s 
been a couple of eventful days around here. First the 
professor and then his sons showing up. It must have been 
rather difficult to escape The Agency cells.” Darrick could 
feel the man’s telepathic skills probing at the edges of his 


mind. Obviously dear old dad didn’t trust them still. Darrick 
let the man into particular parts of his mind, trying to make 
certain that it seemed his skill was as weak as it had been 
before they’d met Sandra. Whatever the hell was going on 
with their extrasensory skills, it was definitely linked to the 
relationship they shared. 

The man continued to talk amiably, his questions 
designed to bring the thoughts he needed to the top of their 
minds. “Wow, telekinesis,” he said with an approving nod 
when Davin explained how he’d unlocked the cell back at 
The Agency. “That’s a skill I’ve always wanted. Maybe one 
day,” he said with a grin. 

Darrick was careful to hide that he also had telekinetic 
ability. If the professor knew he’d developed it, too, then 
he’d know it wasn’t from the injection he’d given Davin the 
day of The Agency’s raid. 

“Any chance of getting out of here?” Darrick asked as a 
headache began directly behind his eyes. The strain of 
hiding most of his thoughts was taking a rather large toll, 
and he was worried that the longer the man used his skill to 
try and catch them in a lie the more likely he was to 
succeed. 

“PIL have a word to the professor,” he said with a nod as 
he headed toward the door. “Things have been a little hectic 
lately. The boss is flying in tonight, and we all want 
everything to be perfect.” 

“Understandable,” Davin said with a friendly expression. 

The guy laughed, sounding just a little bit nervous. “You 
got that right,” he said as he absently took Davin’s 
outstretched hand and shook once more. “It might be a 
great salary package, but the severance plan sucks.” The 
man made a slicing motion across his throat, and Darrick 
couldn’t decide whether he was talking in a figurative sense 
or if he meant it very literally. “Anyway, l'Il catch you later.” 

He left with a casual wave, and Darrick felt the telepathic 
pressure in his head decrease. Davin dropped his head 


forward and rubbed both temples with his fingers. “That was 
intense.” 

“Do you think it worked?” 

“Seemed to. The good news is that | was able to access 
our newest friend’s memories on the self-destruct 
mechanism that we read about. It was never installed in this 
facility.” 

“At least something went our way,” Darrick said as he felt 
just a small trickle of hope that things might work out. He 
glanced toward the bathroom. “Are you okay, baby girl?” 

“I’m fine. I’ve got the same headache going on as you 
two. It’s frigging hard to imitate a human without 
extrasensory skills, but | think he bought it.” He heard the 
shower turn off, and a moment later she entered the room 
with a towel wrapped around her. “Is the food edible? I’m 
starving.” 

Mindful of the cameras still monitoring them, Darrick 
picked up her clothes and threw them at her. “Get dressed,” 
he ordered out loud. She kept her head down and moved 
Slowly as if she really was a captive being used for their 
pleasure. 

“One thing worries me,” she said telepathically as she 
pulled on her clothes. “No one has shown any curiosity 
about how we got here. With the neurotoxin and the 
minefield wouldn’t somebody be asking questions?” 

“I’m not sure,” Davin said, obviously as disturbed by 
Sandra’s thought as she was. 

“It’s possible that anybody watching would assume the 
telekinetic ability came from Davin, but they would also 
have seen me come with you willingly.” 

“You’re right,” Darrick said as he realized the big flaw in 
their plan. Declaring that she was their fuck-toy was a way 
to save all their lives, but a woman who'd come with them 
willingly would at least be confused by the sudden change 
in attitude. 


“I’m hungry,” Sandra said out loud, “and I’m tired and | 
want to go home.” Her voice sounded sullen, almost like a 
lover doing a tantrum. “I knew you guys were into some 
kinky shit, but you didn’t say anything about being your 
freaking fuck-toy. What the hell does that mean anyway?” 
She moved to stand in front of Darrick, her hands on her 
hips. “Push me away,” she sent telepathically. 

“No,” he sent, feeling almost frantic. This was way too 
close to what had happened in her marriage. 

“You won't hurt me. | promise you won't hurt me. Damn 
it, Darrick, do it!” 

He placed his hands on her shoulders. “Be quiet,” he said, 
trying to sound menacing. 

The hurt look on Sandra’s face was so real that he wanted 
to take everything back—again—but she put her hands on 
her hips and frowned, and he knew that to keep their cover 
he would need to do something quickly. 

“But you promised me a good time. This place sucks,” she 
said plaintively. He pushed her away from him, grateful that 
Sandra made it look much more forceful by staggering 
backward and losing her balance. She landed in a heap on 
the floor, but he could already feel her telepathic 
reassurance that he hadn’t hurt her. 

“Stay where you are. If you’re lucky there might be some 
food left when we’re done.” Tears welled in her beautiful 
eyes, but she managed to keep her hair covering most of 
her face for the cameras. She went to talk, and he stepped 
closer, tightening his hand into a fist as he stood over her. 
“Move from this spot and | will beat your ass until you learn 
your place.” 

She nodded, dropped her head forward and pretended to 
sob quietly. “That should fix that problem,” she said in a 
smug telepathic voice. “Did you learn anything through the 
memory transfer, Davin?” 

“Not much that makes sense. | saw a meeting with the 
‘boss’ that didn’t go well. They’re right to be concerned.” 


“Did you get a name?” 

“Only a picture of him from a distance. Apparently our 
new ‘friend’ likes to stay in the background.” Davin sent the 
mental image to them both. Darrick was certain he’d never 
seen the man before, but Sandra’s sharp intake of breath 
caught his attention and had his heart thundering in his 
chest. 

She managed to cover the reaction by moving her leg and 
reaching for her calf muscle as if she had a cramp, but the 
fear coming off her in waves was disconcerting. 

“Who is he?” 

“He’s Gordon Jenkins, second in charge at The Agency— 
Davies’ right-hand man.” She seemed to hesitate, and he 
could sense her double checking the mental image against 
the man she knew. Finally she dropped her head forward, 
and he felt her running escape scenarios in her head. “We 
are in a serious load of trouble.” 

x kx OK OK 

“Contact Dana,” Davin ordered. He hadn’t meant to be 
bossy, but saving their own asses no longer seemed to be 
the biggest priority. “At least someone will know that Jenkins 
is a traitor.” 

Sandra sent a brief hint of relief his way and closed her 
eyes. They were a long way from Dana, so Sandra would 
need a chance to concentrate. He turned away from her and 
headed back to the table. As hungry as he was, he didn’t 
trust the food they’d delivered. It was likely laced with 
hallucinogens or sleeping tablets. Mild doses of either would 
lower their mental defenses and let even an average 
telepath into their heads. 

“Dana is going to help,” Sandra said with no small 
amount of relief in her voice. “She’s already contacted 
Theresa, explained the situation, and hopefully, hopefully 
she can get us some help.” 

“Okay,” Davin said aS a small spark of hope flickered to 
life in his chest. Their chances of getting out of here seemed 


slim at best, but he and Darrick would do everything they 
could to keep Sandra safe until her family could get here to 
rescue her. 

“Not fucking likely,” the woman said angrily. “No way am I 
going anywhere without you two, so don’t even think of 
trying the hero route. We stay together and we get out of 
here alive.” 

Davin felt the strange need to salute. He hadn’t been 
spoken to like that since leaving the professor’s research 
facility, but he couldn’t deny how much pride he felt in the 
woman he loved. She was everything he’d ever dreamed of 
for a wife, and if by some miracle they lived through this, 
he’d spend the rest of his life making up for every shitty 
thing that had ever happened to her. 

“It goes both ways,” she sent into his mind. 

x KOK OX 

The waiting was the worst. Sandra had never enjoyed the 
lead-up to a planned raid. She’d much rather be in the 
middle of the situation, acting and reacting to the things 
happening around her rather than imagining everything that 
could go wrong and trying to make contingency plans. 

lronically, she was grateful for the time to make those 
contingency plans. She just didn’t like it. When Dana 
contacted her again, Sandra was surprised to realize that 
she was at least a hundred miles closer than before. 

“Where are you?” 

“In a helicopter—!/ think it might be one of those black 
hawks. Anyway, Theresa doesn’t want me to give you too 
much information in case you're compromised, but I wanted 
you to know that help is coming.” 

“Why are you coming with them?” Sandra asked, feeling 
very nervous for her sister-in-law. Sandra’s brothers adored 
their wife. They would be devastated if anything happened 
to her. 

“Relax,” Dana sent with a hint of annoyance. “/ will be 
staying in this contraption when it lands. Pete is beside me, 


Theresa across from me, and Jason on the other side. If the 
first two somehow let me get hurt, the other is capable of 
healing me. And besides, | seem to have developed a skill | 
wasn’t expecting.” 

“What skill?” When she didn’t immediately answer, 
Sandra asked again in a more frantic voice, “What skill?” 

“I’m sorry, Sandra. Theresa said to tell you it’s a 
surprise.” In other words probably central to whatever they 
were planning. 

“Stay safe,” Sandra sent telepathically, feeling 
desperately guilty for getting Dana involved. 

“Of course,” her sister-in-law answered smugly. “And I was 
involved long before | met you. Relax, Sandra, everything is 
going to work out fine.” 

As Dana ended their telepathic connection Sandra was 
Surprised to realize that she actually felt that everything 
would be all right. 

x OK OK OX 

Theresa still couldn’t process the revelations of the past 
few days. Learning that the professor was hers, Dana’s, 
Alana’s, Jason’s, and  Jenna’s’ father had been 
uncomfortable. But thinking that her half brothers, Davin 
and Darrick, were implicit and privy to all of his secrets had 
been devastating. 

But Theresa hadn’t once doubted Sandra’s loyalty to The 
Agency, and it had been the only thing to keep her from 
condemning the trio’s actions. Sandra was a highly skilled 
agent. Nothing they’d known about Davin and Darrick would 
have made them strong enough to take Sandra with them 
against her will. 

Theresa glanced around the people seated in the 
helicopter. Every one of them was related to her in some 
way, either by blood or marriage. It seemed kind of 
appropriate that the people here to arrest the two men 
behind all of it—from their mother’s abduction to Jenna’s 
near death and everything in between—were the same 


people they’d created in an effort to build a threat the world 
just wasn’t prepared to face. 

“Ready?” Theresa’s husband, Caleb, asked them all as the 
chopper came in for a landing. She nodded once, glanced at 
Dana, and smiled when she realized her sister’s excitement. 
Dana hadn’t had a chance to use her recently improved 
telekinetic abilities under battle conditions. Considering that 
her skill had been growing exponentially since Jason healed 
her bullet wounds, and she was now stronger than Theresa 
in many skills, the woman had a good reason to be 
confident. 

Theresa sensed the launch of antiaircraft missiles and 
almost laughed out loud when she realized Dana already 
had them under control. The missiles wobbled off course 
and exploded high in the atmosphere. 

Then Dana turned her newest ability to manipulating the 
atmosphere to create a shield around the aircraft as they 
came in to land. They set down between the derelict 
buildings, but Theresa could sense the aircraft sitting on the 
Shield so that it hovered an inch or so off the ground. 

“Can you drop just part of the shield to let us out?” Jason 
asked, seeming a little worried. Everyone on this flight was a 
Significant part in Jason’s life. He’d lived so long without a 
family that once he’d found them, he’d worked extra hard to 
make certain he was close to his four sisters and their 
partners. He’d been thrilled to learn of their half brothers 
and devastated when Davin and Darrick had gone missing 
with Sandra. 

“Of course,” Dana said with an annoyed huff. “/ have it 
under control.” She may have mellowed since getting 
married, but she was still a prickly person to deal with most 
days. 

“Thanks,” Jason said with such heartfelt emotion that 
Dana smiled and nodded in return. 

As soon as the door opened, Theresa set up a shield 
several feet in front of them. The last thing they needed was 


to be shot even before they could reach the inner core of 
the facility. 

Bullets peppered the shield the moment Ethan stepped 
off the chopper. He turned back, his hand out to help her 
down, a wide grin spread across his face. “Can you 
remember when we used to do this stuff without shields?” 
he asked Caleb. Alana’s husbands, Rafe and Gabe, both 
laughed out loud as they followed Theresa. Jenna and her 
husbands, Rick and Zane, weren’t far behind. Jason and 
Cody were the last off the chopper, and Dana stayed on 
board with the pilot. 

“Let’s do this.” 
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Davin knew from Sandra that a helicopter had landed on 
the ground above the facility, but the building was so far 
underground that he couldn’t hear anything at all. 

“How long?” Darrick asked as he tried to feign casual 
relaxation. They had to assume that they were still being 
monitored on the cameras, so they needed to keep their 
cover just a little longer. 

“The facility has gone into lockdown, so they’ve had to 
use the emergency stairs.” She kept her head down, but 
Davin caught the slight movement that accompanied her 
silent giggle. “Apparently, Theresa just used her telekinesis 
to rip the doors off their hinges. | would’ve paid to have 
seen that.” 

“Me too,” Davin answered sincerely. Everything he knew 
of his siblings told him they were highly skilled, but unlike 
their father, they all had a strong moral compass dictating 
their actions. They tried to do what was right, every time, 
and it gave Davin hope for himself and Darrick. Too often 
he’d worried that their father’s genetics would somehow 
affect them no matter how hard they tried to do the right 
thing. His siblings proved that untrue. 

The door opened so unexpectedly that Davin stepped 
back before he could control his response. When his father 


walked in, he had a moment to wonder whether he would be 
able to render the man unconscious before somebody’s 
telekinesis slammed him into the wall. He noticed that 
Darrick hit the opposite wall just as hard. He couldn’t see 
Sandra. 

Every hair on his body seemed to prickle, and Davin 
recognized the ionized atmosphere that had inhibited their 
telepathic and empathic abilities back in The Agency’s cells. 
That meant that they were now blind to what was 
happening in the rest of the base. 

“I trusted you! | vouched for you, and this is how you 
repay me. You brought them here!” 

“Of course we did, Dad,” Darrick said in a taunting voice. 
“You're a menace to society and should be put down like a 
rabid dog.” 

Davin shook his head as best he could against the 
invisible force holding him against the wall. Why would his 
brother say something like that? They wanted their father to 
face justice for what he’d done, but they had never wished 
him dead. 

Panic was starting to drill through his brain. If they were 
dead, they had no way to protect Sandra. Why would 
Darrick purposely try to enrage their father? 

But then, as if a lightbulb suddenly switched on in his 
brain, Davin finally realized what his brother was doing. As 
long as they held the men’s attention they were liable to 
forget that Sandra was in the room. He couldn’t move 
enough to see where she was, but he was fairly certain she 
was still kneeling between the beds. 

“Fine,” the professor said as he turned toward the other 
man. “You were right. They’re traitors. Just get it over with 
so we can get out of here.” 

Davin felt the pressure increase and realized that the 
second man planned to crush the life from both of them. 
Darrick looked calm, smug almost, and it was obvious that 


he intended to annoy the hell out of their father even as he 
was dying. Davin tried to follow his brother’s example. 

But just as he accepted that he would at least die with a 
clear conscience, the man suddenly flew backward, almost 
like someone yanked him viciously from behind. The door 
slammed closed a moment before he hit it hard, very hard. 
The man crumpled into an unconscious heap, and Davin felt 
the telekinetic hold dissolve. 

He dragged in a couple of deep breaths as his feet finally 
touched the ground. 

“Traitor?” Sandra said as the professor lifted into the air 
and seemed to dangle like a puppet on a string. “Your sons 
believed you were one of the good guys until they were 
shown irrefutable proof that you’re a monster. That man,” 
She said, pointing at the crumpled figure on the floor, “is 
worse than a traitor. He infiltrated The Agency and has been 
protecting you bastards for years. Not anymore.” She 
moved the professor closer to Davin and nodded. 

He didn’t need to ask what she expected. Davin grabbed 
his father’s hands in his own and got to work downloading 
every memory the old guy had stored. Each memory 
seemed more horrifying than the last, but finally he came to 
the ones they needed right now. 

Thirteen people ranging in age between seven and thirty- 
six were being held as test subjects on the lowest floor of 
this facility. Davin flipped through memory after memory 
until he finally found the unlock codes and details of each 
prisoner’s current medical status. 

“Got it?” Sandra asked with a wide grin. 

“Yup,” he said as his father looked at him as if he’d grown 
a second head. 

“It worked?” he gasped out. “You can see my memories.” 

“Yes, Dad,” he said, feeling his father’s fear increase 
exponentially. “But your injection would have killed me if 
The Agency hadn’t been there to save my life.” He didn’t 
bother explaining Jason’s skill. None of them were sure how 


the professor had escaped, and he couldn’t guarantee they 
would be able to hold him this time either. The last thing 
they needed was this man knowing more than he already 
did. Although, judging by Sandra’s reaction to the man who 
currently lay in a heap on the floor, it was possible that the 
professor was privy to all of The Agency’s—and, therefore, 
Davin’s and Darrick’s siblings’—secrets. 

Even as that thought passed through his own mind, the 
memory of the professor reading an encrypted 
communication popped into his head. Devastated to realize 
that his father knew all about the others’ skills, Davin 
fervently wished that there was some way to keep those 
memories hidden from the professor. 

But even as he thought it the memory disappeared, 
almost as if it had been erased. Worried that the professor 
had found some way to counteract his skill, Davin went 
looking for more information on the professor’s offspring. He 
even found a folder on Sandra. File after file of information 
on their skills came to the forefront of his mind and just as 
quickly disappeared. 

When he found the information on himself and Darrick, he 
was almost relieved to see it go. To learn that his father 
thought so little of them even as children—though not 
surprising—was still quite painful. Finally, Davin let go of the 
old man’s hands. They had the information they needed 
right now. He’d figure out the rest later. 

“Who are you?” the professor asked, sounding rather 
annoyed. He glanced over at the man who was still out cold. 
“Gordon,” he exclaimed and tried to take a step toward him. 
Sandra still held him in a telekinetic grip, and he glanced 
around the room in panic. “Who are you people? What did 
you do to Gordon?” 

“We're here to help,” Sandra said out of the blue. “Go 
with me on this one. | think whatever you just did erased 
the memories you were looking at,” she sent to Davin 
telepathically. 


“Gordon just tried to kill you,” Davin said as he scrambled 
for an explanation for their presence. 

“That’s right, professor. You’re lucky we were here or he 
might have succeeded,” Darrick said stepping closer to the 
old man. “We need to get you to your test subjects. Is there 
a quick way to the lower floor?” 

“Two of you? Twins?” the professor asked as he glanced 
back and forth between Davin and Darrick as if he’d never 
seen them before. He looked confused for a while, but then 
nodded suddenly as if he finally understood the question. 
“Of course, there is an emergency elevator. It has its own 
generator, so it won’t be affected if the others are out.” 

“Good. Lead the way.” 

Sandra released him from the telepathic hold, and the 
professor turned to the hallway. He glanced both directions 
before turning to the left and heading to the end of a long 
corridor. He stopped at a door labeled “JANITOR,” turned the 
knob, and stepped inside. The small room was cluttered with 
cleaning supplies, and Davin was beginning to wonder if 
he’d fried his father’s brain along with his memories, but 
then the old man pressed a button that opened the panel on 
the back wall. Elevator doors opened soon after, and the 
four of them stepped into the claustrophobically small 
space. 

The professor punched in a number that seemed too long 
to be a simple destination, and they started to move down. 
Mere moments later the elevator opened into another small 
janitor’s closet cluttered with cleaning supplies. They 
managed to find their way out and finally stepped into what 
appeared to be a rather typical hospital ward. 

“Professor?” A man wearing a doctor’s white coat walked 
toward them and smiled. “I’m glad to see you. Obviously 
stories of your capture are greatly exaggerated.” He 
glanced at Davin and Darrick, but seemed to overlook 
Sandra as if she weren’t there. He turned and walked over 
to a bed where a man in his late twenties, maybe early 


thirties, lay strapped down and on life support. “We're still 
having trouble perfecting the formula you gave to your test 
subject the day your facility was raided, but we seem to be 
making progress.” 

“Don’t they know what’s going on upstairs?” Sandra 
asked telepathically. 

“It doesn’t seem so,” Darrick replied. “Davin, can you get 
any information out of this guy?” 

“FII try,” he said as he walked over and touched the 
doctor’s hand. He didn’t even try to hide his touch behind a 
polite handshake. “Damn, the good news is that there is no 
security on this floor. The bad news is that this floor is 
completely isolated from the levels above. The only way in 
or out is via elevator, and they're all out except the one we 
came down in.” 

“That’s okay,” Sandra said, sounding like they’d just 
learned something worth knowing. “The elevator is big 
enough. We only need two people. Theresa and Jason are 
already on their way to the elevator we used.” 

“Best news I’ve heard all day,” Davin sent her, feeling 
very relieved. Even if only half of the professor’s information 
had been true, Theresa was capable of freezing every 
person on this level with her telekinesis, of influencing the 
thoughts of others, and was an above average precog, so 
she would see if anything went wrong before it went wrong 
and be able to counter it. If this were a team sport, he’d 
choose Theresa first. 

“Hey,” Sandra sent with a laugh in her telepathic voice. 

“Sorry, honey, | meant you first, and then Theresa?” 

“Better.” 

“What were the side effects?” the professor asked the 
doctor, clearly unaware of the communication between his 
companions. 

“Convulsions, brain hemorrhage, and heart attack. | doubt 
this subject will live through the night. We had planned to 
keep him on life support so that his brain would still be fresh 


when you’re ready to do the autopsy, but since you’re here 
now, we can get started. We should learn a lot once we cut 
into his brain.” 

“Good, prepare the autopsy room. l'Il get started as soon 
as | check on a couple of my other experiments.” 

“Jason, hurry up. There’s a guy here needs the same sort 
of surgery you did for me,” Davin sent to his brother 
urgently. 

“Just exiting the elevator now.” 

The doctor began unplugging equipment, and Davin 
couldn’t stand by and let this innocent man be murdered in 
cold blood. He was still alive, and with Jason on the way he 
had a chance to survive. Darrick moved to plug the 
equipment back in as Davin grabbed the doctor’s hand and 
deliberately erased every scrap of medical knowledge from 
the man’s memories. Davin wasn’t even sure how he 
managed to do it, but they dissolved like computer files 
being deleted from a hard drive. 

“l..um...what’s an autopsy room?” The guy glanced 
around the area, stepping away from the medical beds as 
he babbled incoherently. Considering that he had been 
about to murder his patient, Davin found it difficult to feel 
sorry for the guy. The world would be a way safer place 
without this monster practicing medicine. 

“What the devil?” the professor asked as he glanced at 
the man wandering around as if he were suddenly lost. 

“Take a seat, professor.” Sandra stepped closer, using her 
telekinesis to physically move the old man over to a chair. 

Jason rushed to the bed, quickly assessed the patient’s 
injuries in his unique way, and smiled at them. “He’s got 
several blood clots that | should be able to dissolve without 
opening him up. Once | get him stabilized we’ll transport 
him back to the medical facilities at head office. We’ll be 
able to figure out what damage was done and go about 
repairing it.” 


“What’s his problem?” Jason asked as he glanced at the 
babbling man. 

“Davin erased all his medical knowledge. He knows he’s a 
doctor. He just can’t remember how.” 

Jason gave his half brother an assessing look, but smiled 
easily. “Handy skill.” 

Theresa wandered through the area making certain that 
nobody was armed and gathering anyone who wasn’t in the 
main ward. Most came willingly. Those who didn’t cooperate 
dangled in midair like life-size puppets. Her skill was quite 
impressive. 

Davin felt a strange blast of something from Sandra, and 
he glanced over to see the professor moving off his chair 
and heading out of the room. “What the hell?” he exclaimed 
out loud. He tried to contact Sandra telepathically, but it 
seemed as if someone purposely blocked him. He moved 
toward the professor, but a loud static-sounding noise burst 
into his brain, and he found himself backing away. The 
professor gave him a grin, one that suggested he was 
behind Davin’s strange behavior. Davin wanted to grab the 
man, but for some reason he felt compelled to do the 
opposite. 

And then the memory of Jenna’s file popped into his mind, 
and Davin realized the skill his father possessed. He could 
manipulate people with his thoughts, and he was doing it 
now to both him and Sandra. If they didn’t manage to break 
through this stupor, the man was liable to walk straight out 
the front door. 

All this time Davin had believed the traitor at The Agency 
had enabled the professor’s escape. What if the man had 
just convinced someone to let him out? No prison in the 
world would be able to hold him. Davin was about to panic 
when he felt a person walk up behind him. 

“Sit down, Daddy.” 

The professor immediately sat on the floor, looking as 
confused as Davin had felt a moment ago. Davin had never 


been more relieved to hear Jenna’s voice in his entire life. 
He’d read in the professor’s memories that Jenna’s skill to 
persuade others had grown rapidly since being healed of 
bullet wounds twice by Jason. It would seem that she’d even 
outgrown her own father’s ability. 

“That’s mission complete,” Dana sent to Sandra. 
“Everyone who needed arresting is arrested, and the 
transport and medical helicopters are on their way.” Davin 
was a little surprised he’d been able to intercept the private 
communication, but he glanced at Darrick and realized he’d 
heard it, too. 

“Mission complete?” Sandra asked in a teasing voice. 
“You’ve been watching too much television, Dana.” 

“Yeah, yeah, just get your ass up here so we can go 
home.” 

“Yes, luv,” Sandra replied, her affection for her sister-in- 
law quite obvious. 

“Bring your future husbands, too,” Dana said in a voice 
that made it clear she knew they were listening in. “Davies 
wants to have a word with them.” 

She glanced over at Davin, spoke briefly to Theresa and 
Jason in quiet tones, and then walked over to them. “Let’s 
get out of here.” 

Davin looked around the room. Theresa had the facility’s 
employees under control. Cody had arrived with Jenna, and 
he and Jason were dealing with the patients. And Jenna, 
wearing a huge grin on her face, gleefully had their father 
under control. 

He, Darrick, and Sandra were no longer required, and so it 
seemed it was time to pay the piper. They may not have 
done anything wrong before being incarcerated by The 
Agency, but he didn’t think the authorities would be too 
impressed by his and Darrick’s escape. 

Sandra moved into his embrace, wrapped her arms 
around his waist, and held on tight. “Whatever happens, 
we'll face it together,” she said a moment before lifting up 


to drop a quick kiss on his lips. He nodded, glad to see his 
brother pressed up against Sandra’s back. None of them 
had any idea what the future held, so he chose the one 
thing he’d always wanted but never truly had. 

“Let’s go home.” 
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The meeting with Davies was probably one of the most 
confusing of Darrick’s life. Not only were they free to leave 
and live their lives in peace, but the man had offered them 
both jobs. With the professor out of business, the traitor in 
The Agency exposed, and the threat those men had both 
presented essentially neutralized, their purpose would be a 
little more altruistic than that of previous agent 
responsibilities. 

Most of their new tasks would be in helping the people 
they’d rescued assimilate back into society. As Davies 
explained what he envisioned for them in the future, 
Sandra’s grin grew wider. “I assume you'll be staying on as 
well,” Davies said to Sandra. She nodded. Most of The 
Agency’s employees were being transferred back into 
mainstream federal law enforcement agencies, but it 
seemed Sandra was happy to stay put despite her 
exemplary work history. Well, all except for that little 
footnote about helping prisoners escape... 

“You let us escape,” Darrick blurted out as several things 
began clicking into place in his mind. 

Davies smiled but didn’t deny it. 

“Why?” 

His new boss looked like he wasn’t going to answer, but 
then he relaxed, leaned back in his chair, and gave them a 
friendly smile. “Because it was the only future | saw that 
included the professor and Gordon Jenkins both being 
arrested. | wanted to shut things down for good and that 
was the only way it was going to work.” 

“Seriously?” Sandra asked. “You couldn’t have warned 
me?” 


“Well, | could have,” he said, seeming amused. “But in 
that future you missed out on loving these two.” 

Sandra blushed but smiled at her boss. “So how far can 
you see into the future anyway?” 

“Not much further,” he said quietly. “I’ve asked Jason to 
remove the tumor in the next couple of days. Without his 
help | won’t live out the month.” 

“Tumor? That’s how you were able to see so far into the 
future? Shit, boss, you should have gotten the surgery. What 
if you’d died?” 

Davies seemed amused, but tapped his temple instead of 
answering out loud. Obviously he’d seen that future, too. 

“Go home, Sandra. I’ve already done the paperwork to 
put the safe house you’ve been living in up for sale. If you 
hurry, | could probably get you an employee discount.” 

Darrick grinned as all the possibilities of the future 
opened up in his mind. He and Davin had more than enough 
money put away to buy the house if that’s where Sandra 
wanted to make their home. But first thing tomorrow they 
were going to buy a ring. He’d promised her a lifetime of 
love, and that’s exactly what she was going to get. 

“Congratulations,” Davies said as he stood up and offered 
his hand. “lIl see you at the wedding.” 


Epilogue 
Two years later... 

“Ready to go?” Darrick asked as he entered Sandra’s 
office. 

“Just about,” she said absently as she scribbled on the 
paper in front of her. He stepped around the boxes that were 
stacked haphazardly and moved to his wife’s side. 

“I thought all the reports had been filed.” 

“They have. I’m just writing a personal reference for my 
secretary. She’s been transferred to the FBI, so she doesn’t 
really need it, but | want to make certain she knows how 
much | appreciated how hard she’s been working these past 
couple months.” 

Darrick nodded his approval. “Does it feel strange that 
this is your last day as a federal agent?” 

“A little.” He could sense her sadness as she figuratively 
closed the chapter on the last decade of her life, but he 
could also feel the excitement she held for what was 
essentially an unknown future. 

“You've done an amazing job,” he said as pride for his 
wife and everything she’d achieved in the past couple of 
years swelled through him. Davies had stepped down from 
the top job over a year ago and had handed the reins of The 
Agency over to Sandra. Despite Sandra arguing that there 
were people better qualified, Davies had quietly assured her 
that, even though he could no longer see that far into the 
future, he had absolutely no doubt in her ability to finish the 
task. 

Now that it was complete and the dozens of traumatized 
victims they’d rescued were living fairly normal lives 
supported by people with similar skills, there was no longer 
a need for The Agency to continue. Most of the agents with 
extrasensory skills were already scattered amongst other 
law enforcement agencies. Caleb, Ethan, and Theresa had 


been set up as a special response team so that if any 
problem with a person with unusual abilities became a 
threat, they were called to assist anywhere in the country. 

“Okay, done,” Sandra said as she signed the handwritten 
reference and tucked it into an envelope. “Time to go 
home.” 

“We're ready to go,” Darrick sent to his brother. Davin 
sent back an affirmative reply that was the equivalent of a 
secretive grin. 

Darrick helped his wife through the maze of boxes and led 
her down the hallway to the break room. She glanced at him 
suspiciously when he stopped there, but she opened the 
door and smiled at the people waiting inside. 

Davin pulled her into his arms, pressed a quick kiss to her 
lips, and held on as a representative of everyone present 
stepped forward to thank her for all her hard work and 
dedication. By the time the young woman had finished, 
Sandra had tears in her eyes. 

The party went on for a little while, the crowd finally 
thinning out until only Sandra’s, Davin’s, and Darrick’s 
families remained. 

Darrick glanced around the area and was struck once 
more by how much things had changed in the past two 
years. He and Davin had spent years relying only on each 
other, of feeling isolated from the rest of the world, but 
thanks to the people in this room—people who'd taken their 
extrasensory skills and used them to help others instead of 
harm—they had a wife and siblings that they were both very 
proud of. 

“What’s that smile for?” Sandra asked even though she 
would have been aware of every thought in his head. 

“Just thinking of all the kinky things I’m going to do with 
you after the party.” 

She laughed, sent him an image of the BDSM scene 
they’d been wanting to try, and then turned to look at the 
people in the room. 


“They’re pretty amazing people. There is essentially 
enough skill in one family to do exactly what the professor 
had planned. Except, the professor forgot one thing.” 

“What was that?” 

“That most people are essentially good and just want to 
live in peace. Even the sons he had a hand in raising chose 
not to follow in his footsteps.” 

“True,” Davin said as he stepped closer. “We also have a 
very good incentive to stay on the straight and narrow.” He 
pulled her into his arms and kissed her breathless. 

Darrick grabbed her the moment they came up for air and 
then did the same. Sandra’s knees were a little shaky by the 
time he let her move away from him. But he didn’t let her 
go far. “Have you decided what you want to do now?” 

“Right now?” she asked, mischief shining brightly in her 
eyes. 

“No, honey,” Davin said with a wide grin and a 
conspiratorial wink. “We already know what’s going to 
happen as soon as we can get away from the crowd. He 
meant once you've had a long holiday. You already turned 
down every state and federal agency that headhunted you, 
so what is it you want to do?” 

The picture of the three of them decorating a nursery, 
Sandra with her belly so swollen she could barely reach the 
wall she was decorating with a row of hand-painted 
ducklings, slipped into his mind. 

“Seriously?” Darrick asked as everything he’d ever 
wanted somehow landed at his feet. Surely he'd 
misunderstood that thought in his wife’s head. They’d 
already agreed on not having children. He and Davin had 
been disappointed when Sandra had told them she 
preferred to concentrate on her career, but they’d both 
understood and accepted her choice. They loved her and 
would love her forever, with or without offspring. 

But now? 


“I changed my mind,” she said with an embarrassed smile 
and a small shrug. 

“Seriously?” Darrick asked again. Maybe his brain had 
short-circuited. He couldn’t seem to force another word past 
his lips. “Seriously?” 

Sandra raised an eyebrow and gave him that look. 

Thankfully, Davin came to his rescue. “What my brother 
means to say is, ‘Thank you, baby girl. Can we get started 
right now?’ Isn’t that right, Darrick?” 

Darrick nodded. He shouldn’t be surprised at how quickly 
life could change, but he’d also learned change could be 
wonderful. “Thank you, baby girl. Can we get started right 
now?” he repeated dutifully. 

His wife needed only one word to change all their lives 
forever. “Yes.” 


THE END 
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